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MMA FIGHTER’S OBSESSION 


He’s never lost a fight and now this forty-two year old alpha 
male is set to go out with a bang on Fight Island in the 
Caribbean. 


I’m meant to be giving him an interview, but it’s just so hard 
to focus, with the way he’s looking at me. I think I’ve made 
the possessive older man angry at first. 


But is there something more going on? And how the heck 
am I even letting myself think like this when Liam is also my 
dad’s best friend? I had a crush on him once, tall and steel- 
haired and muscular. But there’s no way he wants an 
inexperienced eighteen year old girl like me, is there? 


I dream about him claiming me like the primal savage he is. 


I’m just a wannabe writer trying to decide what to do with 
my life, but this millionaire, confident cage fighter knows 
exactly what he wants and exactly how to take it. 


But this silver fox might create a rift in my family. 


He and my dad grew up together and I just know he’s going 
to go berserk when he learns about the irrepressible 
passion and heat between us. 


Are we destined to crash and burn? Can a naive younger 
woman really be with an accomplished, savage older man? 
Will I ever fulfill my dreams of being a writer? 


And just what the hell is Dad going to say when he learns 
what happened with his best friend in the sultry sun of the 
Caribbean? 


*MMA FIGHTER’S OBSESSION is an OTT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


| iam 


I stand at the window of the private jet and look down on 
the glistening Caribbean Sea, the water shining for miles 
and miles around. I shift my gaze to the island in the center 
of it all, just about making out the bespoke buildings 
constructed by Juggernaut Fighting Championship earlier 
in the year especially for this event, the biggest one they’ve 
ever held. 


Its the organization’s ten-year anniversary and my last 
fight. I hold a record of forty-one wins and zero losses, and 
there’s something poetic about the idea of going out with 
forty-two wins, the same number as my age. 


“Incredible,” Caesar Dempsey, my couch, mutters from 
beside me. The short, grizzled-looking man’s lips twitch into 
a smile, and he turns to me with light shimmering in his 
pale green eyes. “Do you remember how small this 
organization was when we started fighting with them?” 


“T do,” I mutter. 


“You were a decent fighter then, Liam, but now you’re 
goddamn unstoppable. There’s never been a fighter with 
your record, not in MMA. In boxing, perhaps, but in mixed 
martial arts, so much more can go wrong.” 


I roll my eyes, smirking. “You're getting sentimental in your 
old age, Coach.” 


He grins. “Maybe. I’m just proud of you. An undefeated 
career. A sportswear business. Enough money that you can 
settle down, find a lady, start a family...” 


I wander to the plush leather chair of the private jet and 
drop down, feeling the material sink under my immense 
weight. I’m currently two hundred and seventy pounds, but 
after cutting water this evening for weigh-ins tomorrow 
morning, I’ll be two hundred and sixty of pure, lean muscle, 
my body like a hulking bear ready to do vicious, violent 
things. 


“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” I say. “We’ve still got to get 
through this Markus motherfucker.” 


Coach nods as the seriousness of his task fills his 
expression. He strolls to the bar and rests his elbow against 
it, musing silently. Behind his eyes, I can see our game plan 
repeating as he mentally scours it for holes, imperfections, 
anything that might blot my legacy and bring me my first 
loss. 


Through the other door, I can hear my training partners 
and other coaches talking loudly, their excitement fueling 
the cabin as the pilot politely asks us all to take our seats 
and strap ourselves in. 


We’ve arrived at Fight Island, the nickname we’ve given to 
the Caribbean paradise where JFC has decided to host their 
ten-year blowout. 


The main event consists of yours truly, the most dominant 
heavyweight in the history of the sport, against Markus 
“The Answer” Kowalski. He’s a twenty-two year old 
supposed wild man on a ten-fight winning streak, having 
ended his last nine fights in gruesome knockout. 


He’s earned his title shot against me, but his hopes are 
going to break and shatter, like busted bone when he steps 
into the cage with me, when he looks across and the 
realization that he’s been locked in with a beast thunders 
through him. 


“How are you feeling?” Caesar asks, as we both strap 
ourselves in. 


“Good,” I tell him. “Loose. Focused.” 


“Are you sure you want to do the media this afternoon?” he 
asks. “You’re the heavyweight champion of the world, Liam. 
This organization needs you a hell of a lot more than you 
need them. They know how much money you make with 
your other businesses, too. There’s no need to put yourself 
through that crap.” 


“I know,” I mutter. “But I promised an old friend I’d do an 
exclusive one-on-one interview.” 


“Annabelle Young?” Caesar asks. “She’s your best friend’s 
wife, correct?” 


“Yep,” I say, nodding. “I was the one who got her involved in 
the business, actually. She wanted a change of career a 
couple of years back. She’s finally been allowed into the big 
leagues, and I promised Seb - Sebastian, her husband, my 
old friend - that I’d help her out.” 


“You’re too damn humble,” Caesar jokes as the jet begins 
its descent, my stomach doing a somersault as the earth 


rushes up to meet us. “You’ve never forgotten where you 
came from, Liam.” 


“Jesus, old man,” I say. “Next you’ll be singing me a damn 
song. I know this is our last fight together, but rein it in, 
eh?” 


I smirk at him to let him know I’m joking. He flips me the 
bird and then sits back, a smile touching his lips as the 
wheels bash into the concrete of the runway. 


I let my mind drift to the fight, mentally placing myself 
inside the cage, hearing the roar of the crowd as their 
desire for extreme violence rises into the air like a noxious 
gas. These are the most expensive tickets JFC has ever sold, 
and I know the crowd is going to want visceral value for 
their money. 


I prepare to make myself go primal, to let out the hungry 
beast inside my chest, the one I keep locked in a cage inside 
myself until I’m in the cage. And then I let it free, and my 
opponent - no matter how well-prepared they think they 
are - is left to wither and panic under the weight of my 
furious attack. 


My mind skips over to what Coach said about finding 
somebody and settling down, and I can’t help but smirk as 
the ridiculousness of it hits me right in the center. 


I’ve always known that when I see my woman, the mother 
of my children, I’ll know, with a sucker-punch PI just know 
she’s mine. 


rll claim her. 
rll take her. 


I’ll sweep her up into my arms with the force of a hurricane 
and hold her there firmly. 


But that day has never come and I’m starting to doubt it 
ever will. In all my forty-two years, I’ve never seen a woman 
that’s made me feel anything even close to that. 


“Liam?” Caesar says, glancing over at me. “You good?” 


I open my eyes, only realizing they were closed when he 
calls my name. The plane is still and the cabin clangs and 
clatters with the sounds of my team unloading their 
luggage, their voices humming with optimism. 


“T’m good,” I snarl. “In fact, I’m ready to take this prick’s 
head clean off.” 


Cesar’s lips savagely twist into a wolfish smile, the same one 
I must be wearing. “That’s what I like to hear.” 


I sit in the studio JFC has set up for the one-on-one fighter 
interviews, wearing a steel-grey suit the same color as my 
hair, tailored to my hulking build. 


As I sit here, waiting for the host - she’s late, which causes 
a tremor of annoyance to pump through me - I grip the 
edges of the armchair and feel my muscles pressing against 
the fabric of my clothes. 


When the host finally arrives, she’s not Anna Young, my old 
friend’s wife, like I expected. Instead, a much younger 
woman walks in, her cheeks flushed and red as the crimson 
pallor creeps down her neck to the open collar of her white 
shirt. 


In the stark light of the interview suite, her skin looks pale 
and I can see shimmering droplets of sweat clinging to her 
skin. Her luscious auburn hair cascading down to her 
shoulders, and her build is curvy, a heaven-sent build, the 


sort of undulations that make me want to grab her and drag 
her onto my lap and pump, pump, pump my hips until my 
seed is shooting deep inside of her. 


Jesus fucking Christ. 


Those are child-bearing hips if I’ve ever seen them, and as 
she approaches I see that her eyes glimmer brightly, a blue- 
green color that seems to pull me in and hypnotize me. 


This is her, the woman I’ve been waiting for. 


I know it instantly, the certainty punching me with the force 
of destiny or fate. I want to sweep her into my arms right 
away, but she takes the seat opposite me, rubbing her 
hands down her full thighs through her black skirt. 


I stare, wishing my hands were stroking down her flesh 
instead. I imagine how her shy-yet-determined expression 
would quiver in release if I slid my hand up her thigh, 
squeezed and pressed and massaged. 


“Sorry I’m late,” she whispers. “Mom got sick and then her 
assistant caught the same bug. They think it’s a twenty-four 
hour one. And I’m here for some work experience, and I’m 
technically part of the company, so...” 


Wait a goddamn second. 


I look closer at the goddess sitting across from me, 
narrowing my eyes to the same focused pinpricks I aim 
while fighting in the cage, trying to untangle how mind- 
fucking gorgeous she is now from the image I have of her as 
a teenager. 


She was the shy girl with the braces, the girl I barely even 
glanced at when I would visit my old friend. 


She’s Seb and Anna’s daughter. 


“Lola?” I whisper, disbelief warping my words into a snarl. 
“Yes,” she says, a nervous tic of a smile touching her lips. 


I want to make her twitch in other ways, carnal ways, and 
yet suddenly a complication has exploded into the scenario. 


She’s my best friend’s daughter. 

And I want her. 

No, need her. 

She’s the woman I’ve been waiting for. 


“T thought you didn’t recognize me for a second,” she 
mutters. “Is it going to be too awkward, me doing the 
interview? I can try and find somebody else, if it is. But 
Mom said she really wanted it for her network and, and... I 
have her questions. So...” 


She bites her lip as anxiety rockets through her. I have to 
stamp down on the urge to reach across and press those 
full breasts together, the way they push and strain at the 
white shirt making me want to rip the buttons with my 
teeth, let them pop loose and free those milky handfuls. 


“Tt’s fine,” I growl, waving a hand. 
“Um, okay,” she sighs, smoothing down her skirt again. 


Every time she does that, I have to squeeze with iron 
strength onto the arms of the chair I’m sitting in. 


Every primeval instinct in me is roaring at me to pounce on 
this woman and fire my scalding hot seed into her 
womanhood, right into the heart of her womb. 


You’re going to have my babies, Lola, and you don’t even 
fucking know it yet. 


I know from Seb that she turned eighteen and graduated 
high school a few months ago, but I never dreamed that 
she’d be clothed in so much womanly sexiness and grace. 


She’s like a nymph out of a fevered dream, mind-fucking me 
into oblivion. 


“T need to get mic’d up and everything,” she says, glancing 
around at the cameramen and assistants. 


Somebody glides forward and hands her a microphone, 
which she... 


Oh, fuck. 


She slides it up her shirt, but fumbles and lifts a slice of said 
shirt. I get a glorious peak at the flesh beneath, her belly 
beckoning for my hand, making me want to slide my hand 
over it and then up to her bra. 


I’d slide beneath her bra and then pinch her nipples softly, 
urging them to harden, the same way they will when our 
baby nuzzles at her for milk. 


She’s going to make an incredible mother. 


“Are you sure you’re okay with me doing this?” she asks one 
the mic is in place. 


“Of course,” I snap, because talking quietly or reasonably is 
downright impossible with this sexy as hell woman staring 
at me. “Why wouldn’t I be?” 


She shrugs cutely. “I dunno. But if you’re sure it’s okay?” 


We start the interview and I can read the nerves dancing 
through her every gesture, her every word, but she handles 
herself well. It’s me who has to force my tongue to obey me, 
to make myself smirk confidently and answer her questions 
with poise. 


“You’ve Tweeted a lot about forty-two wins at forty-two 
years old,” Lola says. 


My management team has Tweeted, you mean. 
“How important is that to you?” 


“Very,” I answer honestly. “There’s this misconception in the 
sport that once you age past thirty-five, you can’t compete 
anymore. I’m going to prove everybody wrong when I take 
out Markus.” 


“So you’re promising us a finish, then? Because, as you 
know, Markus’ last nine wins have come via knockout.” 


She’s good. I can’t help but let my eyes roam over her, 
admiring the confidence with which she’s sunk into the 
interview. 


And I can’t help but wonder if she’ll be the same elsewhere, 
her shyness melting away to sizzling confidence as I paint 
her naked curvaceous body in sinful ecstasy. 


“I never promise knockouts or submissions,” I say. “But I 
will promise to put one hell of a beating on my opponent.” 


Once the interview is over, I watch as her azure-emerald 
eyes move over me. The idea that she can see into my mind 
strikes me, that she can read my carnal thoughts. 


And I want her to, despite the complications, despite the 
fact that she’s Seb’s daughter, my best friend’s daughter. 


“You're interviewing Markus next, right?” I said. 
“Hmm-mm,” she whispers, nodding. 
“Good luck,” I growl, and then stand up. 


Because if I don’t stand up, if I don’t swagger out of this 
room, I’m going to fist her auburn hair and ravage her body 


right here, cameras or no cameras. 


CHAPTER TWO 


L, ola 


I watch Liam Larson’s broad back as he swaggers toward 
the exit, the fabric of his suit pulled taut from shoulder to 
shoulder as though any second it could tear in half. 


My heart is still rabbiting in my chest as my mind cascades 
back over the interview, Liam’s imposing six foot seven form 
leaning forward, his pale brown eyes gazing firmly into 
mine. His square jawline clean shaven and his hair pure 
iron, and when he stared at me it was like he was fricking 
furious. 


The idea that it has something to do with the fact that it was 
me giving the interview swarms through me with the 
feeling of truth. 


He was informed that Mom would be giving the interview, a 
professional MMA journalist, and in her place he got me, an 
eighteen year old girl who’s only in this tropical paradise 
for a holiday ... and to work on my novel, fine, but I doubt 
that Liam “The Reaper” Larson reads many thrillers or 
cares about my budding not-yet-a-career. 


When Mom told me, all raspy-voiced, that I’d have to do the 
interview or she’d lose her exclusivity clause with JFC, my 
mouth fell open with shock. 


But of course I agreed, because she’s my mom and I know 
how hard she works at her career. 


Sitting across from Liam was like sitting across a pressure 
cooker, the rage rolling off of him in thick waves. Liam 
Larson has been a friend of my family for as long as I can 
remember, and as my teenage years drove me crazy with 
rioting hormones, I remember writing his name in my 
notepad and drawing hearts around it. 


He was my high school big-time crush, but just for a little 
while, and then I moved on and decided that boys were just 
A-holes who only liked girls who were starve-yourself-thin 
and billboard pretty. 


But even knowing this, crazy thoughts move through my 
mind, sending tingles over my body. 


When he gazed at me angrily, I imagined he wanted me 
instead. I imagined him leaning forward and pressing his 
rock hard body against mine, laying his rough lips against 
my cheek and dragging them to my pout. 


Prying my lips apart and pushing his tongue inside, and 
then sliding his hand up my skirt, finding the secret wetness 
in my womanhood. 


“Pm going to fuck you hard,” he’d growl in my ear, the 
animal inside him unleashing. 


I feel my womb quiver, and a sudden urge to milk his thick 
seed from his manhood darts into my mind. I see myself on 
my knees, both hands pumping at his girth as he strokes his 
hand through my hair, tingling along my scalp. 


“Save it for your womb,” he’d snarl. “I want to pump it all 
into you. I want you to gush for me.” 


I close my eyes, shaking my head firmly against the too 
harsh lights of the interview room. I say a silent prayer of 
thanks to the air conditioning for blasting me with cool air. 
This Caribbean heat is hell-hot. 


Just like Liam. 


I stamp down on these wayward thoughts as I wait for 
Markus Kowalski, Liam’s opponent. I cycle through the 
flashcards and review the questions Mom carefully plotted 
out, all the while trying to drag my attention away from the 
memory of Liam. 


I try to direct my mind to my novel instead, which I started 
planning in earnest two months ago when I graduated high 
school. Dad is keen on me to fly straight into college, into a 
career like accounting or something like that, something so- 
called safe. 


All I want to do is hide away in a cabin somewhere, reading 
and writing, living in imaginary worlds. 


Like the world where Liam would ever look twice at me. 


I grit my teeth, willing time to hurry up. Sitting here 
reviewing and remembering the fricking interview is too 
painful, because I’ve never felt like this about a man before, 
this fate-fueled wanting, as though some god is directing 
me with invisible hands. 


Finally, I hear a noise from down the hall, a cacophony of 
raised voices getting closer. I stand to my feet and rub 
down my skirt, and then curse the instinct. 


Every time I did it in the interview with Liam, he glanced at 
me with disgust brimming in his light oaken eyes, as though 


he was repulsed by my less than skinny body. 


Markus walks into the room, a tall man with wide shoulders, 
wearing a tank top that shows heavily-tattooed arms. His 
hair is blonde and when he grins at me, I spot the bully in 
his eyes right away, his smile more of an aggressive 
grimace. 


He stares at my offered hand without shaking it. 


“Where’s that MILF?” he asks, dropping onto the seat and 
throwing his arm across the back. “What’s her name? Anna- 
something? I thought she was doing the interview.” 


“She’s sick, I’m afraid,” I say stiffly, taking my seat. “I’ll be 
doing the interview today.” 


He looks me up and down slowly, and then glances off 
camera at a sinewy man wearing a cheap looking blue suit. 
Some silent conversation seems to pass between them. I try 
not to imagine it, but I can’t help it. 


Looks like we drew the short straw. 
Not much to look at. 


I will my cheeks not to blush, but they do, blooming red. I’ve 
been dealing with his type of passive-aggressive crap my 
whole life, especially from boys - and he is a boy, despite his 
age - who think that not wanting to sleep with me is 
something I just have to know. 


“Are you ready to start?” I ask, hoping I mask the irritation 
that thrums through me. 


“Whatever you want, sweetheart,” Markus yawns. “Guess it 
would be good to get this shit over with. I’ve got an old man 
to execute, you know.” 


I hope Liam beats your arrogant ass, I think but don’t say. 


“Remember to stay impartial,” Mom told me earlier, the 
words costing her a visible effort as she hugged her belly, as 
if she was going to puke any second. “I know that Liam is 
your father’s friend, but don’t let that cloud your judgement 
in the interview with Markus.” 


But it’s not just Liam making me want to slap this douche- 
king across the jaw. It’s him, the way he glowers at me for 
no fricking reason. 


The interview starts, the director counting us in, and I lean 
forward with the friendliest smile I can muster. 


“So, Markus, this is quite the venue for a fight, isn’t it?” 


“I don’t care where it is,” Markus says, popping his neck 
from side to side. 


He’s trying to project a tough guy image, but there’s 
something desperate about it in contrast with Liam’s quiet 
savage confidence. 


“An alley, an island, a cage, a bar. I don’t give a fuck. I’m 
going to tear this old man to pieces.” 


My fists clench against my thighs involuntarily, and I want 
to leap forward and slap the smug look off his face. 


“So it’s your contention that Liam Larson is too old to be a 
threat? But he’s never lost a fight and he currently holds 
the heavyweight title, and has done so for the past eight 
years.” 


For a moment, a note of humanity flits across Markus’ face. 
But then he leans forward and stares at me. I’m familiar 
with the mean glint in his eyes. It’s the same one that filled 
jocks’ eyes in high school when they were about to spit 
some mean spite about my body shape. 


“You know what, sweetheart? It’s damn hard to focus on 
your questions with you sitting there looking so... mmm.” 
His voice deepens sarcastically and, behind the camera, his 
manager sniggers. “You should be a ring girl, getting those 
- ah - those curves on camera for everybody to see.” 


An instinct screams at me to jump to my feet and run the 
heck out of here. 


Shame erupts inside of me, surging through my body and 
yelling at me to leave, to go somewhere private, to bury my 
head in a book and forget the world exists. 


“Please can we...” I lick my suddenly dry lips, and blink 
away what I’m terrified might be tears. “Can we stay on 
topic, Markus?” 


He shrugs. “Whatever you say, hot stuff. I was just messing 
with you, anyway. No need to get all sensitive.” 


“That’s not a problem,” I say, resorting to an ultra- 
professional voice to try and dampen the effects of his 
douchebaggery. 


The word curves stabs in my mind, leaving me with no 
doubt what he actually meant. 


“You’re clearly just very passionate about the sport.” 


“Oh, I’m passionate,” Markus grins, leaning forward, so 
close that I can smell the sweaty tinge of him. He leers at 
me, eyes flitting over my body, his upper lip peeling back 
over his teeth as though I’ve just let off a stink bomb. “But I 
prefer my women a little more...” 


“Markus,” the manager mutters from behind the camera, a 
tight clipping note in his voice. “Let’s stay on topic, eh?” 


I swallow down another wave of shame, which is probably 
the most unfair thing in the universe. I want to tear this 


man down with a thousand insults, but I can’t do that. I 
can’t put Mom’s job in danger. 


Markus is the star and I’m just the lowly interviewer. 
I have to put up with it. 


A sickly feeling crawls over my skin as that realization 
hammers into me. I’ve got no fricking desire to be a woman 
who just sits here and lets a man treat her like crap, but at 
the same time I don’t want to throw Mom’s career in the 
trash. I know she’d handle it with poise, but I’m left 
floundering. 


I swallow again - have to stop doing that - and then glance 
down at my flashcards. 


“Well, at least you did your homework, hot stuff,” he 
chuckles. “Look, let me save you some time. That old 
bastard is fit for a retirement home. I’m going to send him 
there in a fucking wheelchair. He’s been tricking people 
into thinking he’s fierce, or tough, or whatever. But really 
he’s just been fighting piss-poor opponents his whole 
career.” 


I know that’s not true. But as my anxiety rockets through 
my body, I can’t quite summon up the necessary facts. I try 
to pull the names of Liam’s defeated opponents to my mind, 
but all I can think about is how much I hate this SOB. 


“We’re done here,” he snaps a second later, rising to his 
feet and shaking his head down at me. “I wish I could say 
it’s been a pleasure, sweetheart.” 


I watch him go as revulsion moves through me, wishing I 
could spit some acid barb at his back. 


But my tongue feels tied, and not just metaphorically. It’s 
like the flesh has warped into a knot shape and all I can do 


is stare after him. 


He doesn’t even care that people will see this interview and 
criticize him, perhaps hate him. That’s the character he’s 
cultivating for himself in the sport. The one people root 
against, and so far it’s worked for him. Big pay days, 
knockout wins, a well paying MMA career. 


And I’m just the prop, something he can use in his messed- 
up game. 


Please, Liam, knock this asshole out. 

I almost add... 

For me. 

But that’s just craziness getting into my thoughts. 


Liam’s expression was brimming with distaste as he looked 
at me, as though he could hardly stand the sight of me no 
more than Markus could. 


Later, after trying unsuccessfully to hammer out a few 
thousand words in my hotel room, I take Mom’s ticket for 
the arena where the fight is being held. Her stomach bug is 
fading, but she’s still locking herself down in her room, an 
ice-pack on her head and a damp towel on her sweaty belly. 


“But I’m feeling better,” she says, when she nods at the 
ticket in my hand. She’s a tall woman, my mother, with long 
dyed blonde hair and an open, smiley face. Even as her hair 
sticks sweaty to her and she draws in shaky breaths, her 
smile is bright. “I know I don’t look it. I just need to lie down 
for a few hours. I might come down after the fight, for the 
party. Mingle a little.” 


“But don’t force it,” I mutter. 


I go to the arena and take my seat close to the cage, glad 
for the air conditioning pumping cool air into the packed 
building. The cage sits at an angle so that I have to crane 
my head a little, one of the best seats in the house. 


I barely watch the fights that come before Liam and 
Markus’, the violence making my nerves do backflips in my 
belly. The spotlights are blinding and further back, away 
from the journalists and celebrities who sit all around me, 
the crowd is roaring so loudly I’m shocked the walls don’t 
collapse around us. 


Blood spatters the canvas as the penultimate fight ends, the 
timer running out after fifteen minutes of savagery. 


Then the announcer comes out, a grey haired man in a 
flamboyant green, red, and purple suit, holding a gold 
colored microphone as he announces that it’s time for 
Markus and Liam’s fight. 


CHAPTER THREE 


| iam 


It feels like I’ve waited a hundred years to be standing 
across from this man, furious fire lancing through my veins, 
my heart thudding steadily like an executioner’s in my 
chest, my palms dry, my gaze focused. 


I stare at him as he grins cockily, flexing his arms, trying to 
pretend that there’s no fear pumping in his chest. 


But there is. 
And I can see it. 
He shouldn’t have spoken to Lola like that in the interview. 


I watched it a few minutes after it aired, my desire to get 
another look at her in her prim interviewer’s outfit again 
too strong to resist. 


Her body made a home in my thoughts the second I 
swaggered out of the interview room, her breasts roaring 
out to me, making me want to grab them, to tease them, to 
taste them. 


And then this worm thought he could insult her, speak to 
my woman with anything other than absolute respect. 


I don’t see the lights or hear the announcer’s voice as he 
gives his vocal cords one hell of a workout, announcing me 
and all my accolades. I just hear the rushing metallic anger 
in my ears and see him, my opponent, a dead man walking 
if it were not for laws and morality. 


I’ll have to settle for breaking his bones and bringing his 
hype train to a violent stop. 


Past Markus, I can see Lola sitting in the crowd. The lights 
are dim everywhere but the cage, but I’d be able to see her 
anywhere. She’s wearing a black T-shirt with some white 
print on the front I can’t make out and her hair is tied up in 
an unruly bun, the sort that makes me want to pry a few 
strands loose and watch them spiral around her face. 


I wonder what shape her mouth would make if I stroked my 
hand around her ear, tickling her, and the sighing noise 
she’d moan out if I moved down her neck and over her T- 
shirt, cupping her breasts, squeezing through the fabric, 
tantalizing her with every sultry touch. 


I shake my head and tug my gaze back to Markus, willing 
myself to focus on the fight. 


The referee gestures for us both to come to the center of 
the cage. “We’ve been over the rules backstage,” he tells 
us, and I don’t even see him. He’s a blur. I focus my violent 
intent on my opponent like a laser. “I want a clean fight. 
Touch gloves if you agree and let’s do this.” 


Markus swaggers back without touching gloves, which is 
what I expected. I hear an ooooohhhh noise go up in the 
crowd as we both move to our corners. 


I move my neck from side to side and let my arms hang 
loose, remembering how the blush of shame moved across 
Lola’s neck, her face, when this worm spoke down to her. 


There is no man alive who will ever get away with talking to 
Lola like that. 


Ever. 
I’d fight a thousand men if I had to. 
For her. 


The bell rings and Markus almost sprints forward, starting 
fast like he always does. He’s a large, powerful man, but 
he’s overeager like most men his age. 


He comes in with two devastating body shots, but I parry 
them and slide to the side, and then dance back as he 
bulrushes me, his arms swinging in big, looping hooks. 


“Tsk,” I breathe, feeling the Zen calm fall over me now. I fire 
a kick to his belly and see him wince, even as he tries to 
cover it with a grin and waves me forward. 


“Come on, old man,” he grunts. 


“You’re going to apologize,” I growl, and then feint twice, to 
the left. He takes the bait, his eyes moving subtly to track 
the strikes, but at the last second I dart in with a vicious 
kick to the right. I catch him on the calf and he winces 
again, pain tugging at his features. The kick makes a loud 
slap noise, like a baseball bat against meat. “You’re going to 
tell Lola how fucking sorry you are.” 


His eyes widen as he regains his stance. “That interviewer 
bitch?” 


Bitch. 


I almost see red then, my rage like a livid sun inside of me, 
flaming and shooting off flares of heat that riot through my 
body. I force myself to breathe and bring a sense of calm 
through me, because even the most capable fighters can’t 
win when they’re angry. 


“You'll say sorry,” I growl. “ You’ll see.” 


He comes at me again and again, but his technique is all 
wild power and blind fury. He keeps trying to step in and hit 
me with an overhand right, but it’s easy to just slide to the 
side and catch him with a vicious two-combination jab. 


His head snaps back on the second and his nose explodes 
with blood, a vivid shower of it dashing into the air and 
flecking the canvas. 


“Motherfucker,” he roars, aiming a kick to my stomach. 
Big mistake. 
I catch his leg at the ankle and flip him backward. 


He almost does a backflip but then I’m on him, grabbing 
him by the legs and tackling him to the ground. I leap past 
his full guard quickly, pinning my legs so that I’m sitting on 
him as he squirms and tries to escape. 


But he’s in a bad position and his face shows it, panic 
streaking his features. He’s never had to fight before, not 
really. He’s gotten quick knockouts on his last nine 
opponents, never having to bleed, to struggle. 


“You’re a hard man?” I snarl, smashing my fists down at his 
face as he pathetically tries to cover it. “Are you? Say 
something now. Insult my queen now.” 


I can feel the referee lingering close, ready to jump in and 
save him any moment if he doesn’t start defending himself. 
The crowd is roaring almost to the breaking point. I hear it, 


all those tells that the fight is almost over, that I’ve almost 
pommeled him into complete destruction. 


But he hasn’t apologized yet. 


I lean back slightly, looking down at his face, his nose bent 
sideways, his cheeks puffy from my blows. 


“Say sorry,” I snap. “Tell Lola how fucking sorry you are.” 
“S-sorry,” he gasps. “Sorry. Jesus.” 


I thunder down with more blows, but his arms are starting 
to go slack and soon the referee jumps in, stopping me from 
smashing his face into the canvas. 


I stand up and walk back to my corner, my chest heaving 
and my fists twitching at my sides. I turn and lean against 
the cage, the interlocked metal cool on my sweat-flecked 
back, and then I stare into the crowd and drink in the sight 
of Lola, as though I’ve just returned from a battle and she’s 
my prize. 


She stares back at me, her mouth open, her chest rising 
and falling just as dramatically as mine. It’s as though 
there’s an invisible connection between us. She can feel the 
excitement infusing every inch of me. 


The more her chest tremors, the harder it is to restrain 
myself from just leaping into the crowd and palming her 
breasts, from tearing her T-shirt open with my teeth and 
destroying her bra. 


I force myself to look away, because otherwise the urge 
might overwhelm me, and I can’t take her here, no damn 
way. The sight of her pleasure is for me and me alone. 


Soon, the post-fight interviewer enters the ring. He’s a bald 
man of about six foot, his head shining in the harsh lights. 
He wears a jet black shirt and talks loudly. 


“There’s been a lot of talk about you retiring at forty-two 
with forty-two wins. Obviously, you’ve accomplished that 
tonight. You have a wildly successful business and you’ve 
been the most dominant fighter in the history of the sport. 
What does your future look like?” 


I stare at Lola, now sitting down, her fingers interlaced. 
She’s what my future looks like. 


“Td like to dedicate this fight to Lola Young,” I say, staring 
at her, my desire filled gaze burning into her as her mouth 
contorts in shock. “I did this for you, Lola, for the way this 
piece of dirt talked to you in his interview.” 


The whole crowd gasps and people start clamoring to turn 
and find Lola Young in the crowd, but nobody knows who 
she is, and Lola just sits there, her hands clasped together 
and her mouth wide open. 


I have to turn away again, because that mouth’s too 
tempting. 


Vignettes surge through my mind, like going down there 
and tracing my fingertip around her wide-open lips, 
watching goosebumps spring up on her skin. 


Watching her mouth clamp shut as she tries to catch the 
noise she’ll make when I slide my fingers into her wet, hot 
sex, pumping my arm, giving her every single ounce of 
pleasure I can. 


I shake my head and walk out of the cage, the roar of the 
crowd deafening around me. 


But all I hear is my need for Lola. 


I lean against a palm tree a few hours after the fight, letting 
the coolness of it’s shadow stroke up and down my body. 
Coach is at the bar, talking with another coach of a different 
fighter, and I put a look on my face that means keep away. I 
never normally come to these things, but I need to see Lola, 
my woman. 


It’s time I told her that she’s mine, that I’m claiming her. I 
always knew I’d just know the moment I saw my lady, the 
woman who would bear my children, and now I do. 


It’s as certain as the sun. 


I scan the crowd, my gaze flitting over the other women, 
the barely dressed women with their skinny forms and their 
lascivious eyes. My mind just fills with Lola, with her 
gorgeously thick thighs, the sort I can bury my hands in, 
really squeeze, really feel. 


Finally, I spot her, walking across the beach bare footed, 
closer to the glistening blue water with the ocean 
stretching out like a painting behind her. 


She’s wearing a long dress that goes right down to her 
ankles, but it’s the kind of material that clings to her, that 
outlines her form that’s begging to be ravished. 


I push away from the tree and walk after her, making my 
shoulders wide so that everyone knows to get out of my 
way. 


I can’t take my eyes off the round bulbs of her ass as I 
approach, shifting temptingly in the fabric of her flowing 
dress, the material so thin it’s begging me to tear it apart to 
reveal her beautiful plus-size body. 


“Lola,” I growl, when I’m so close I can smell the scent of 
her, shampoo and something else, perhaps her womb, 
calling to me. 


She turns, biting her bottom lip in a way that almost drives 
me feral. 


“Oh, Liam,” she mutters. “Um, how are you doing?” 
I smirk at her attempt to make small talk. 


But then she doesn’t know yet, what we have, what we’re 
going to grow into. 


“T’m doing just fine,” I snarl breathily, almost reaching out 
and touching her now. 


But I don’t trust myself to stay calm once I cross that 
impasse and there are too many eyes on us. 


“Congratulations,” she says. “That was a crazy win. I mean, 
I don’t watch much MMA, but that was insane. And your 
interview after...” 


She skirts close to the topic as we stand there in the sand, 
the warm sea lapping around our ankles. 


“When I dedicated the fight to you,” I tell her, moving 
closer, my whole body going tense and desire firing right 
down to my manhood. 


“Yeah.” She giggles and her green-flecked blues roam over 
me, as though she can sense the irrepressible need I have 
to claim her, body and soul, all of her. 


“T guess it was a PR stunt or something?” 


“PR stunt?” I laugh grimly. “I’ve never been the kind to do 
things like that just for the attention. I let my fists do my 
talking. No, Lola, that was—” 


I’m about to tell her why I did it, what she means to me 
already, when somebody yells hello close by us and strides 
over. I turn to find Annabelle Young, Lola’s mother and 


Seb’s wife. She walks over in shorts and a baggy T-shirt, a 
tired smile on her face. 


“Oh hey, Mom,” Lola mutters, glancing at me with curiosity 
still blazing in her expression. 


“Anna,” I say politely, wishing Lola and I were on this island 
all by ourselves. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


L, ola 


I feel myself receding into the background of the 
conversation as Mom and Liam make small talk, forced to 
wonder if I imagined the closeness Liam and I just 
experienced. 


No, Lola, that was... 


But then Mom appeared and now I have no fricking clue 
what he was going to say. I felt him get closer, didn’t I? The 
heat of him, the way his eyes seared into me, his silver 
colored hair all wavy and his body bulging in the casual 
white shirt, open at the collar to reveal a slice of muscle. 


“I’m so sorry I couldn’t interview you,” Mom says. “But I 
hope my daughter did a good job. And thank you so much 
for publicly defending her, Liam. You’re a great friend to the 
family.” 


Is that all he is, though? 


Maybe that explains why he told the whole world that he 
destroyed Markus for me. When he said it, standing blood- 


flecked and shirtless in the middle of the cage, I felt tingles 
dancing all over me. 


But of course Mom’s explanation makes more sense. 


Liam and Dad have been friends for as long as I can 
remember. It has nothing to do with me. Liam was just 
making sure that Dad’s daughter wasn’t publicly 
humiliated, and the closeness just now, maybe I imagined 
that, too. 


I shake my head, trying to dislodge these wayward, silly 
thoughts before they take root and sprout into something 
truly ridiculous. 


I realize their polite conversation has come to an end when 
I look up to see Mom staring at me, clearly awaiting an 
answer to a question I didn’t hear. 


“Sorry?” I mutter. 


“T said I’m going to go and get something to eat at the 
buffet, if you’d like to join me. I’m so glad to be rid of this 
interminable bug. But now I feel like I haven’t eaten in ten 
years, I’m starving.” 


“Actually,” Liam cuts in smoothly. “I was going to ask Lola to 
take a walk down the beach with me. That is, if you don’t 
mind.” 


My heartbeat flutters in my chest and a hot flush spreads all 
down my body, but I have to stop reading into things too 
much. I see the way these skinny, bikini clad women look at 
Liam, like they’d do anything for him at the snap of his 
fingers. He has a whole army of model-like women waiting 
to please him in any way he could wish. He doesn’t want 
me, not like that. 


“Um, sure,” I say, just about getting the words out of my dry 
mouth. 


“Okay, you two,” Mom says, smiling a little as her gaze flits 
between us. “But don’t stay out too late.” 


She walks down the beach and I turn to Liam, bathed in the 
soft yellow glow of the setting sun, his lips flat and his eyes 
unreadable as he stares down at me. 


“Shall we walk, then?” he growls. 


“Sure,” I say. Stop saying sure. “That sure does sound 
good.” 


What the heck is wrong with me right now, seriously? 


We walk down the beach side by side, but not touching. It’s 
difficult to distinguish between the heat of the island and 
the heat of Liam, waves of warmth washing off his muscled 
carved form. 


My writer’s mind starts conjuring up possible reasons for 
him wanting to walk with me, wondering if he’s going to 
kidnap me, chuck me into the back of a boat and spirit me 
away somewhere. 


But that doesn’t really work, because a part of me wants to 
be kidnapped by Liam, to have him claim me so that this 
needy pulsing in my womb doesn’t turn out to be a lie. 


I feel like my womb’s screaming at me, telling me to take 
everything Liam has to give, to utterly lose myself in the 
firmness of his fighter’s body. 


We walk in silence except for the lapping of the waves, the 
music of the party getting quieter behind us, and then we 
round a corner and it’s like we’re completely isolated. 


A grove of palm trees promise seclusion off to the left, and 
without even discussing it we both head in that direction. It 
feels right, somehow, even if I know I’m imagining the silent 
communication that passes between us. 


Let’s get somewhere private, I imagine him whispering, 
breath drifting over me. I want you all to myself. 


“Mom was right,” I say, mostly to break the heavy silence. 
“That was nice of you to dedicate that fight to me. Markus 
was So horribly cruel in that interview. And I know it’ll mean 
a lot to Dad. You really are a great friend to the family.” 


We break through the grove, the palm trees closing off the 
beach behind us. Shadows fall over us as we stand in the 
sand together, the shadows shifting as the large weighty 
leaves bob in the slight breeze. 


Liam glares at me, his jaws pulsing, his temples doing the 
same. Suddenly, the notion that he’s angry about something 
seems like a certainty. 


“T didn’t punish that piece of shit for your father, Lola,” he 
whispers, voice trembling slightly. 


“Oh?” I murmur, wishing I could summon up more words. 


Even writing with writer’s block is easier than talking to 
Liam, it seems. I feel so tangled. 


“No,” he says, moving close to me. His chest rises and falls 
in massive movements, like there’s an engine in there. “I 
did it because he had no right to talk to you like that. I did it 
because you’re mine, Lola. Mine. And nobody has the right 
to talk to my queen like that. I’ll always protect you, support 
you.” 


I feel like the world is spinning beneath my feet, which it is, 
obviously. 


But I feel it, everything going fast all around me, reality 
seeming to warp. Because the idea that this is true seems 
like the biggest joke in the world, no matter how badly I 
want it. 


He smirks, reading me, and then moves even closer so that 
his stomach and chest press against me. I feel the hardness 
corded through him, making every inch of him seem even 
bulkier up close. 


“I can see how badly you want this, Lola,” he whispers, 
leaning down and bringing his face close to mine. 


He holds it there, our noses touching, tickling me so that I 
let out a quiet laugh. He smirks and moves his hand around 
my ear, tucking away a strand of hair. 


“I’ve dreamed of taking you, of claiming you, the second I 
walked into the interview room.” 


“Really?” I whisper, my whole body an attack of tingles and 
budding euphoria, just waiting to erupt into riptide 
pleasure. “I started thinking about you. You know, like that. 
But I never thought that you’d..” I trail off. “I’m sorry. I’m 
getting all tongue tied.” 


“You never have to apologize to me,” he says firmly. “I didn’t 
know you were my best friend’s daughter in those first few 
moments. I thought you were just the sexiest, most 
beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. I didn’t recognize you.” 


I turn away, shaking my head. 
“Where’s the punchline, Liam?” 
“What?” he mutters. 


I throw my hands up. “Are you seriously going to stand 
there and say I’m the sexiest woman you’ve ever seen? I’ve 
seen the sort of women who throw themselves at you. 


You’re just being crazy if you really expect me to believe 
that.” 


“It’s the truth,” he growls, closing the distance between us 
and looping his arm around my waist. He hugs me close as I 
let out a gasp of shock and desire and a thousand other 
emotions. “ Your Curves are...” 


“Curves? Curves? Is that really how you’d describe my 
body?” 


“Yes,” he snarls. “Of course I would. Your body is a heaven 
sent curvy treat, and it’s all mine. Mine. Forever. When I 
look at the way that dress clings to your body, it just drives 
my lust wild. I want to slide my hand down the undulations 
of your body and watch you quiver and moan for me, Lola.” 


I gap up at him, wondering if I look as big of a doofus as I 
feel, my mind struggling to fit his words into any sense of 
reason. 


“You don’t think I’m...” 


Fat, I was going to say, but before I can even finish the 
sentence Liam’s lips come down crashing onto mine. 


I let out a muffled high-pitched gasp and then lean into the 
kiss, parting my lips and tasting him, feeling the roughness 
of his lips against mine. He slides his hands up my back and 
presses me against him, hard, forcing our bodies into 
searing contact. 


His manhood grinds into my belly, a definite outline 
proclaiming his savage desire. He growls and snarls as we 
sink irrepressibly into our lust. 


I feel something letting go inside of me, as though all my life 
there has been this desire, or this fricking force, that’s just 
wanting to throw itself at a man. 


But there were never any men in high school, and, anyway, 
the idea of just throwing myself at somebody for the sake of 
it makes sickness rise in my belly. 


But with Liam, it feels right. It feels like we should’ve done 
this the second we laid eyes on each other back in the 
interview. 


I break off, gasping, staring into his eyes with lust and 
excitement making a jackhammer circuit of my body, the 
prospect of feeling more alive than I ever have smashing 
into me with certainty as iron as Liam’s hair. 


“Oh my God, Liam,” I mutter. “This is...” 


“I know,” he growls, a note of surprise heavy in his husky 
voice. 


The surprise might spur insecurity to spring into life in any 
other woman - why the heck is he so surprised? - but in 
me, I know exactly what he means. 


I feel it, too. 
“Its like we're...” 


I break off, biting down to capture the oh-so-silly words 
before they can dance into the air and become real. The last 
thing I want to do is ruin this by spewing over the top 
nonsense into the situation. 


“Lola?” he says quietly, always with that heavy power 
beneath his words, like a lion on the verge of just letting go 
and ravishing me. “What is it?” 


“Nothing,” I laugh, moving closer to him. I press my body 
right up against his and savor the electric feeling swirling 
through me, attacking every part of me. “I just can’t believe 
this is happening.” 


He tilts his head at me, the same way he does against an 
opponent in the cage, reading, assessing. 


“I’m claiming you,” he says deeply. “All of you. Your 
irresistible body and your mind and your soul. Everything. 
Do you really think you can lie to me? You were about to tell 
me something, Lola, but then you got nervous. You thought 
I’d judge you.” 


I let out a gasp, leaning back in his arms, somehow 
confident that he’s going to catch me. That he’ll always 
catch me. 


A voice whispers in my head. 


How naive are you? Do you really think this MMA star 
millionaire wants you, silly girl? He’s just bored. It’s a bet. 
It’s a joke. 


I try to shake those thoughts away as I grip onto his shirt, 
feeling the heaving hardness of his muscular chest beneath. 


“Tt’s nothing,” I say, embarrassment blooming my cheeks 
carmine. “It’s just that for a second, I guess I was thinking 
something really silly. Fate brought us together. But I’ve 
never even believed in fate before and...” 


He brings his face down, close to mine. I can feel his sultry 
breath and see his pale autumnal-leaf eyes crumble into 
me. 


“Tf you’d told me before the interview that we were fated to 
meet here, at this island, in paradise basically, I would’ve 
laughed. But now I see you, Lola, goddamn. It doesn’t seem 
so funny anymore.” 


He trails his hand up the back of my neck, grazing his lips 
against mine, sparks of electricity dancing from one corner 
of my lips to the other. 


I part my lips to drink in another taste of him, but he leans 
back slightly, smirking. 


“If I kiss you here again, I won’t be able to control myself. 
I’m taking you back to my penthouse suite so I can really 
taste that beautiful body. I need to explore those curves, 
every inch of them. I need to see and hear how fucking sexy 
you are when I bring you to orgasm.” 


I lick my lips. 


They’re suddenly dry and my heartbeat is like a galloping 
mob of wild horses. 


I send a silent prayer up into the hot sky that this isn’t some 
trick or game. But at the same time, if it was, I wouldn’t 
have to disappoint him. 


I almost tell him right then, just blurt it out like word- 
poison. 


But he’s staring at me, a man I could only dream of being 
with before and whose lips are now patterned over mine, 
leaving a phantom, sizzling imprint. 


“T want that too,” I whisper. 


CHAPTER: FIVE 


| iam 


I keep my hand on her lower back as the golden colored 
elevator hums open and reveals the long, narrow hallway 
that leads to my suite. The walls are covered in Caribbean 
artwork, paintings of groves and endless blue seas, and the 
carpet is red, the color of the cage when I was done with 
Markus. 


And also the color of the blood pumping in primal waves 
through my body as I sense every shift and tremor inside 
Lola’s body. 


Through the tantalizingly thin fabric of her summer dress, I 
can feel her desire and a little nervousness in the twitching 
of her flesh. But when she looks at me with that wide smile 
and those big emerald-sky eyes, something in me shudders 
in feral want when I realize she needs this just as badly as I 
do. 


Caesar’s voice overflowed with surprise and curiosity when 
I asked him and my training partners to clear out of the 


suite for the evening. There was no resentment, only a wish 
to know why, and who I was bringing back. 


I’ve never brought women back to my room after or before 
a fight, and he knows that. 


But I gave him nothing. This is just for us. 


Perhaps if I was a stronger man I’d be able to still the 
urgent urge inside of me to ravish this heaven-sculpted 
woman, but everything about her is painted in sexy shades 
of lust. It takes all my self control just to get my keycard out 
of my pocket and swipe the lock. 


I want to just take her in a mutual attack of pleasure right 
here, both of us surging close in a blistering mess in the 
corridor. 


But the large, oak door opens with a beep and I shove it all 
the way, showing the hallway lit with sconce lights that 
chuck their yellowy light onto the ceiling, and then the light 
of the chandelier as we walk into the lounge. 


It’s a large room with a flat screen TV set within an ornate 
looking cabinet, with palm trees carved all along the edge 
of the cabinet and decorative silverware placed throughout, 
glistening. The chandelier hangs from the ceiling and the 
floor is tropical colored, golden like sand and blue like the 
summer sky. 


“Wow,” Lola says, turning in a circle with her arms 
outstretched as if at the vastness of it. 


A warm note touches me in my chest, not sex-related, when 
I watch my queen spinning like that. 


“You look like you’re catching autumn leaves falling from a 
tree above you.” 


I clamp down on my lips, smirking through the 
ridiculousness of my comment. 


“T’ve never said anything like that before,” I admit. 


She glows as she dances over, placing her hands on my 
chest. It’s soaked in wonderfully warm sweat, and nerves, 
and I feel it seeping against my skin. I savor the feel of her 
juices. I want all of them, the juices of her sex and her 
mouth and her body, every fucking inch of her. 


Mine, mine. 
It pumps through me like a heartbeat. 
“Did you just look embarrassed, Liam?” 


I give her a playful shove with one hand, looping my arm 
around her hip and squeezing her ass with the other. That 
ass is so curvy, so full, a handful I'll never get tired of 
squeezing and pressing and palming. I would feel so 
disappointed if I grabbed my queen and she was bone-thin, 
with nothing to hold onto. 


I want to thank every chef who’s ever made Lola a meal for 
giving me this gift, her curvaceous undulations driving me 
to starving need. 


“T’ve never been much of a wordsmith,” I admit with a 
snarl. 


She giggles sweetly. I can read the nerves in her, too, as if 
the monumental significance of this moment is as obvious to 
her as it is to me. 


But our desire is stronger, tougher, fiercer. 


“Let me look at you,” I say, grabbing her by the shoulders 
and pushing her away slightly. 


She bites her bottom lip, tilting her head up at me, my 
teasing little queen. 


“Like what you see?” she asks, and then bites her lip again, 
a pendulum of sassiness and nervousness. 


“Like?” I laugh low. “There aren’t enough words to describe 
how I feel when I look at you. But I need to see all of you.” 


I dart forward like I’m closing the distance in the cage and 
then grab her flowing dress in handfuls. I tug on it, up, up, 
and then she lifts her arms to help me. I pull it right over 
her head and then toss it to the edge of the room, and then 
collapse stonily against her, every part of me rock-hard, 
every fucking part. 


I smooth my hands over her gorgeous hips, savoring the 
way her skin goose pimples and her hips glide out slightly, 
child-bearing in the extreme. 


She gasps as I drag my palms up her back to her bra, her 
face buried in my chest, breathing warmly through the 
fabric to my skin. 


I snap the bra loose and toss it to the floor, and then stand 
back and watch as her beautiful breasts spill free. 


My cock surges as I stare at them, so ripe and perfect 
looking, her areoles round and so pale they almost blend in 
with the skin of her breasts, her nipples hardening slightly, 
excitement making them into begging-to-be-sucked tips. 


She looks at me, her cheeks flaming red. 
“Do you...” She licks her lips. “Do you like them?” 


“Like them?” I snarl, moving forward again and palming 
them both, squeezing, pressing, making love to just her 
breasts. 


I push them together and watch how they move, how they 
contort under my hands, just for me. 


“T feel like I was put on this earth just to taste them, Lola. 
Like them. That doesn’t do them justice. Not even fucking 
close.” 


I lean down and bring my lips to her left nipple, palming her 
right breast as her moans quiver at her pouty lips. Her 
whole body is quaking and vibrating as she sinks into the 
moment, as she lets my desire morph with hers and become 
something truly unstoppable. 


I move my tongue around her nipple, teasing more 
hardness out of her, imagining that if I suck enough I'll be 
able to taste the torrents of milk that will gush from her 
when she has a whole army of my babies to take care of. 


I break off, looking up at her. My breath comes fast and hot 
and as feral as a fucking caveman’s. 


“T bet you can’t wait until I can taste your milk, eh?” 
Chandelier light dances in her eyes. “How did you know?” 


I smirk. “Because I want the same thing. We’re connected. 
You’re mine.” 


“And you're mine,” she gasps. 


“T bet you’re soaked for me, aren’t you?” I growl, letting 
one hand fall and sliding it from her knee up her thigh, up 
and up, feeling her round, perfect flesh. “I need to taste 
your juices. I want to drink them all when you come in my 
mouth. I need to gulp it down. Will you do that for me, Lola? 
Will you let me devour that perfect pussy?” 


Her mouth hangs open and a flush spreads from her face to 
her neck. A blue vein runs through her left breast, a 
beautiful, large vein that makes her look so womanly and 


alive. She’s not some billboard wannabe beauty, some 
Photoshopped lie. 


She’s mine, all mine. All woman. I’m the luckiest goddamn 
man on the planet. 


“Yes,” she whimpers, lust winning out over nerves. 


“Tell me,” I whisper savagely, my hand near her panties 
now. 


I can feel the wetness trickling down her leg like syrup, 
warm and thick, making her thighs sticky where it’s dried in 
places. 


My cock can’t take much more. The base throbs and my 
balls are like ice-blue stones, my seed roaring at me to 
plunge deeply into her fleshy paradise and pump and pump 
until I’ve shot a thousand babies into her greedy womb. 


But I want to taste her first, need to taste her first. 


“Taste me, Liam,” she whimpers. “Please taste my ... my 
Pussy.” 


I smirk like the feral fighter I am and then guide her to the 
couch, placing her on her back and then grabbing the edge 
of her pale blue panties. 


She wiggles as I slide them down, grinding her sex against 
the fabric, her mouth making a cute-as-fuck O shape. 


I pull them right down to her ankles, and then toss them to 
the floor with her dress and her bra. 


And then I just stare at her perfect pink hole, glistening 
with her wetness in the lowlight, at her lips clinging onto 
more of her tempting juices. 


“Fucking hell,” I growl, feeling another swell in my 
manhood, my thick shaft pulsating. 


She bites her lip, gazing at me over the landscape of her 
body. 


I collapse to my knees and grab her hips, pulling her down 
the couch and angling her so that I can bring my face close 
to her pussy. Her scent wafts over me, tangy and inviting, a 
just-Lola scent of pure pussy and sex. 


I move my face so close that I could lick her at any moment, 
but for a moment I just hold myself there, breathing heavily 
onto her. 


She wiggles and lets out a moaning sigh. 
“You like when I breathe on you like this,” I snarl. 
“Y-yes,” she mumbles. “It’s so fricking hot.” 


“You should see my view,” I smirk. “I’ve got the best seat in 
the house.” 


I breathe in the scent of her for a moment longer, but then I 
can’t take it anymore. 


I bring my face close and open my mouth, drinking in her 
pussy, my upper lip near her clit and my lower covering her 
tangy hole. I move my tongue forward and stroke up and 
down her lips, gasping, and gulping. 


Her juices seep onto my tongue and down my throat, the 
best drink in the universe, about a million steps above any 
other beverage. 


She moans loudly as she twitches her hips against me, 
grinding up and down, her voice making quivering 
exhalations as her pleasure captivates her. 


I lick faster, attacking her clit with a flickering of my 
tongue. 


It’s inflamed and engorged and hot and needy, pulsing 
against the tip of my tongue, begging for more attention, 
for all the attention I can give it. 


I feel her hole pulse as another helping of her syrup shoots 
over my tongue. Her voice is catching now, half-breaths that 
make it sound like she’s struggling to breathe. 


I grip onto her hips more firmly, pulling her close to me, 
feeling like a starving savage who’s finally hunted down his 
meal. 


I move my tongue down to her hole and circle it, lapping up 
her wetness, and then move back to her clit and whirl 
around it with my tongue in primal patterns. 


Her moans rise like declarations in the air and her pussy 
surges against me, a whole tsunami of juices flowing into 
my mouth. 


I open my mouth wider and press against her, not even 
licking her now, just devouring her pussy. I grind my lips 
against hers and rub at her needy clit with my mouth, over 
and over as her cries get more confident in the air. 


“Pm c-c-coming,” she moans. 


I hold tight to those hips, those hips that are oh-so-perfect 
for bearing my children, and pull her even closer. I wish I 
could melt into her pussy and get right to her womb, paint 
it with lavish tongue strokes the same way I’m treating her 
pussy. 


She vibrates and thrums and contorts on the couch, and 
then finally lies back, heaving in exhausted breaths as I rise 
up and move my hand down to my pants. 


My cock is like a sword of fire in my pants, just roaring at 
me to get inside of her, now, hunger infusing me. I need this 


woman. 


But then she sits up, her breasts moving in a hypnotizing 
arc. 


“Liam,” she says, and then gulps as though anxiety has 
suddenly filled her throat. “I don’t know if I can do this.” 


My world comes thundering to a halt for a moment, and I 
stare at her. 


“What’s wrong?” I growl after a moment. 
Perhaps that’s a stupid question. 


Perhaps she’s thinking of all the times I’ve visited her 
childhood home as nothing more than her dad’s oldest, best 
friend, and perhaps she’s going to be the grownup here, my 
eighteen year old queen. 


Perhaps she’s going to be the one to stop this. 
But I can’t. 
My body is too primed for her. 


Maybe if she was clothed, I might be able to. But probably 
not even then. 


There’s too much sexiness coating every part of her. 


“Pm not what you think I am,” she mutters, jumping up and 
grabbing her dress and pulling it over her in one quick 
movement, as though she needs to cover her nakedness. 


All I want to do is tear it away again, especially now that I 
can see her hard nipples poking through the fabric. 


“You’re my queen,” I tell her. “You’re mine. I’ve claimed you 
forever. Your womb is made for my seed. I know you can 
feel it. So tell me, Lola. What’s wrong?” 


She blinks and for a moment terror strikes me as I think 
there are tears gathering in her eyes. “I’m a virgin, Liam.” 


A pause hangs between us like a noose. 


CHAP TER SIX 


L, ola 


I feel my dress clinging to my sweaty body, my bare sex still 
soaking wet with the aftershocks of what we just did. My 
heartbeat thunders and Liam just stares at me, his jaws 
going tight, his temples pulsating as though he’s on the 
verge of an explosion. 


He probably expected that I had some experience by the 
way I moaned and twitched for him, but that was just my 
instinct-driven lust doing things to my body I’ve never done 
before, making me half-wild when really I’m about as tame 
as them come. 


Except for him, a voice whispers. 


“That was actually the first orgasm I’ve ever had,” I 
murmur, working my tongue around my dry lips. The need 
to fill the silence is overwhelming as he just gazes at me. 
“So I guess this is it now, huh?” 


I try to tell myself that it’s for the best as the silence 
lengthens between us, as the air fills with all the unsaid 
things. 


I imagine the words cycling like a stream of hate through 
his mind. 


Disappointment. 
Not the queen I wanted. 
Inexperienced little girl. 


I urge myself to accept the idea that this is for the best, that 
nothing truly magnificent could ever happen between us 
because Liam and my dad have been friends for as long as I 
can remember. 


Would Dad freak? 
Would Mom freak? 
Would it cause a puncture in the fabric of our family’s unity? 


Ridiculousness stabs at me as I lean down for my panties 
and my bra, as though I’m sitting above myself watching 
the scene, my body feeling basically naked because my 
sweat is causing my dress to cling tightly to my body. 


I stand up with my underwear a tight ball in my fist, my 
fingernails jabbing through the fabric and into my palm. 


At least this will be fuel for my story, I try to assure myself. I 
can use this experience to fan the flames of my creativity 
when I return to my laptop, mining the interaction for the 
ups and downs that make it so devastating, that make my 
world feel like it’s crashing down. 


“T clearly got carried away,” I mutter, as Liam’s eyes sear 
into me like brown fire. 


“No,” he grunts when I make to walk by him. 


“What?” I whisper, pausing for a moment, the heat 
radiating from him in thick, powerful waves. “No what, Mr. 


Caveman? Care to say more than one word, because right 
now you're freaking me out, big time.” 


He smirks and glides his body into my path. He moves so 
swiftly and quietly for a man of his immense size, his 
fighter’s instinct thrumming in his every gesture, his every 
twitching muscle honed for power and speed. 


And all for me. 


I try to quiet the voice, but there’s something dancing in his 
eyes, and it doesn’t look like disappointment. 


“Do you really think that makes me want you less?” He 
grabs my hips and pulls me toward him, staring down at me 
with his jaws tight and his eyes searing. “I always knew I’d 
recognize my woman the second I saw her, Lola. I just 
fucking knew it. And when I walked into that interview, it 
was like...Hell, I’m no wordsmith, but it was like the 
universe just finally made sense. And to know that you’re 
mine, really all mine, that just makes it all that much 
sweeter.” 


“Really?” I whisper, the idea that this is a trick, a game, 
mocking me in my traitor’s mind. 


“Really,” he growls, leaning down so that our noses are 
touching. “I want to be with you every step of the way, Lola. 
Forever. I want to see you skyrocket as a bestselling author. 
I’ve already read those short stories you posted online. 
You’ve got talent. I want to see that become a publishing 
empire.” 


I gasp, everything tingling, the world seeming to spin 
around and around me. “You read my stories?” 


“Of course,” he smirks. “I needed to be closer to you. I've 
never been one for thrillers. But you just whisked me away 
with your writing. The point is, I want you, all of you. And 


that means your precious virginity. That’s all for me. Just 
think, we’re going to conceive our first child the first time 
you have sex.” 


A thrill riots through me as he brings his lips closer, a brief 
searing touch that reignites something primordial inside of 
me. 


I feel my womb scream, but a good scream, one of victory. 


“T want to wait,” he growls. “I want to light candles and give 
you a long, warm bath before I take you, Lola. But I can’t. I 
can’t stop myself. I need you. I need you now.” 


Suddenly, confidence infuses me. It’s like I’m floating on a 
cloud of sassy forwardness as I stand on my tiptoes and kiss 
him, opening my mouth and finding his tongue. 


I drive my tongue into his mouth and our lips clash, battling 
as buzzing pleasure dances hotly around my mouth. I grip 
onto his shoulders, so firm I’m shocked when my fingernails 
don’t snap under the immense force. 


He slides his hands up my legs and grabs my ass cheeks, 
pressing them together, squeezing them and massaging 
them. I stick my ass out, grinding against him, so whisked 
away in the moment I don’t even think to be nervous. 


I can’t. 
Not with my man. 


Oh, God, this is real. It’s real and it’s the best fricking thing 
that ever happened to me. 


He wraps his arms around me and lifts me off my feet, like I 
weigh nothing, and the feeling is like floating on a cloud of 
pure warmth. I never dreamed I’d be with a man who could 
handled me like this, like I’m one of those cheerleaders who 


I was invisible to in high school, their jock boyfriends 
hefting them up in the corridor with ease. 


But now it’s me, this is my moment, and my man is handling 
me with lustful movements. 


Our kiss deepens as he carries me through the suite, down 
a corridor and then to a carved oak door at the end of it, 
the handle a golden-carved palm tree, patterns inlaid into 
the wood. 


He kicks it open with his foot and then carries me to the 
bed. 


It’s a four-poster bed, so big I’m sure it could fit ten people. 
The lights are low and they fire the room as red as our 
desire, and the floor to ceiling windows are covered in silk 
curtains, a purple color like a bruised setting sun. 


Liam lays me down on the bed and stands over me for a 
moment, his chest heaving, up and down like a force of 
nature. 


Like he’s about to explode. 


“Do you have any idea how irresistible you look right now?” 
he grunts, a subtle smirk playing at his lips. “I’ve tasted 
your perfect pussy with my tongue. But now it’s time for my 
cock to taste how hot and wet and welcoming your body is.” 


“Welcoming?” I giggle, even pulling up my dress a little, 
finding courage in the way Liam’s eyes can’t shift from me. 


“That’s right,” he growls, tearing his shirt off with one quick 
movement. His sweat-flecked body is tight with muscle, 
every inch of it heavy, steaming. He tears off his pants and 
underwear, stepping out of them. “Our bodies know each 
other. We’re meant for each other.” 


I let my gaze drift over his immense form, his manhood at 
least eleven inches of pure sinful release. It’s rock hard and 
points almost directly up, he’s so hard, despite how much it 
must weigh. A spot of precome glistens at the end, an 
invitation, and suddenly the thought ricochets into my mind 
that he might be too big for me. 


Every part of him is rock solid, not just his manhood. His 
muscles press against his skin like he could erupt any 
moment. 


“Can you ...” I clear my throat. “Can you lead the way, 
Liam?” 


He smirks like an alpha wolf claiming his mate. 
“So polite,” he grunts. “And it’d be my pleasure.” 


He lies on top of me, parting my legs with a movement of 
his knee, our eyes fixated on each other the whole time. I 
grab onto his bare back, feeling the muscles pulled taut 
across him, like thick leather canvas that nothing could ever 
pierce or break. 


I squeeze onto as he pulls my dress up around my belly, 
hungry to get to my sex. I can read it in him, the desire, the 
same one that has taken hold of me with fate-fueled hands. 


“TIl take you slowly at first,” he whispers, grinding the head 
of his cock against my clit, up and down my lips, parting 
them, playing with them. “And then, when you’re ready for 
me, I’m going to fuck you like you deserve to be fucked. 
Your virgin pussy is eager for me, Lola. I can feel it.” 


“T can’t believe how well you can read my body,” I gasp. 


“Would you expect anything less? We’re Lola and Liam, and 
that means something. It always will.” 


He holds himself up with one arm and uses his other hand 
to guide himself to my pussy, pushing the engorged head of 
his wet, hot cock inside of me. 


I gasp and bite down as he fills me, my hole widening so 
much I can hardly believe it. A sting of pain-tinged pleasure 
touches me as he pushes deeper, and deeper. 


I can’t take this. 
He’s too big. 


The thought punctures the perfection with the nastiness of 
a dream-wrecking ball. 


Then I feel my hole gush and start to widen, to let him in, a 
blooming welcome that sends a thousand tingles surging to 
my pussy. 


He leans down and finds my lips. I kiss him back, gasping, 
drinking in his grunts and moans as he holds himself inside 
of me, all the way to the hilt. 


My clit pulsates and I feel my hole tightening around him, 
pressing for more pleasure. 


He smirks down at me and our eyes meet, a silent 
communication dancing in the air between us. It’s the sort 
of thing I only ever imagined long married couples 
achieving, this way of speaking without saying a word. 


But he can read me, and I can read him. 


He’s asking me if I’m ready and I nod, letting out a 
shuddering sigh when he draws his cock slowly out of me 
and then grinds back in again. 


I grab onto his back tightly, digging my fingernails into the 
solidity of him, remembering how savage and protective he 
looked in the cage when he fought for my honor. 


My man, my man. 


The words bounce around in my mind with each thrust 
getting quicker and deeper as he claims me. 


I stroke my hands up to his shoulders, grabbing on as I 
begin to gyrate in time with his movements, sinking into an 
irrepressible rhythm that makes me moan and then start to 
scream. 


“Like that?” he growls, thrusting deep, hitting a spot inside 
of me I didn’t even know existed before his engorged cock 
found it. 


“Yes, yes,” I gasp. “Right there. Fuck. Fuck me right there.” 


He pounds his cock deeper, harder, the girth of him filling 
me with tingles and fireworks of euphoria. I clasp onto his 
face and try to kiss him, but our movements are too chaotic 
and I miss, ending up with my mouth pressed against the 
sweet sweaty surface of his stony shoulder instead. 


I bite into his unyielding flesh, screaming in muffled ecstasy 
against him, shifting up and down with the expensive silk 
sheets sticking to my ass and my thighs. 


“Yes, yes,” I cry, letting his shoulder go. “Fricking hell, 
Liam, I, I...” 


“You’re the sexiest damn woman alive,” he growls close to 
my ear, breath caressing. “I can’t believe you’re mine. I can 
feel it, Lola. I can feel how close you are.” 


I just gasp as my pussy begins to swarm with a million notes 
of pleasure, each one feeling deeper and more urgent than 
the last. My vision blurs with sweat and tears of pure 
pleasure as I grind up and down, as he pushes his massive 
shaft deeper and more intimately inside of me. 


“We'll finish at the same time,” he snarls. “That way our 
bodies will know. My seed and your womb. They’ll know to 
give us a child.” 


Yes, I try to pant, but my voice is making funny strangled 
noises, my pleasure caught somewhere in the back of my 
throat. 


He pumps harder and I shift with him, the bed rocking 
backwards and forward like any second it could snap under 
our immense pleasure. 


Then, all at once, it’s like the whole world freezes and we’re 
floating, hanging there in a hot pool of release. 


I bite down on his shoulder again, tasting him as my pussy 
erupts in a crescendo like torrent of pure, shiny pleasure. 


I feel my pussy fluttering as I squirt hot juices down his 
length, the bed already soaked beneath us, and getting 
wetter, and wetter. 


I let go of his shoulder and turn my head, finding his lips, 
kissing him in the manic movements. 


Our teeth click but there’s no pain, just the feeling of 
rightness as my pussy floods with even more warmth and 
fire. 


Everything in me tenses as another wave of my orgasm 
strikes me, like lightning, searing every inch of me as 
Liam’s voice rises all around me in our own self-contained 
universe. 


In this moment, nothing else exists, just us, only us. 
Forever. 


Then I let out a cry that should bring the ceiling crashing 
down, it’s so fricking loud. 


Liam roars like a lion as he arches his muscular back and 
drives into me one final time, and then I feel his cock 
pulsating, his seed writhing up and firing deep inside of me. 


I feel my womb tense and get ready for his seed, screaming 
at me to take it all, every last drop. 


And then we both collapse onto the sheets, Liam lying next 
to me and lifting his arm for me to nuzzle into his embrace. 


I lay my head on his heaving chest, my breath coming just 
as quickly, my vision finally clearing as I feel his heartbeat 
thumping against my cheek. 


“That was...” 
“Right,” he finishes, giving my shoulder a squeeze. 
“Yeah,” I agree. 


He glances down the bed. My eyes follow his gaze and then 
I see it, a petal of red on the sheets, a declaration that Liam 
just took my virginity. And I gave it to him. 


He smirks and kisses the top of my head with surprising 
tenderness. 


“T’m so glad you waited for me, Lola,” he says. 


“Tt could only be you,” I whisper, my cheeks glowing hot as I 
feel his seed settling in my belly. 


“You know what we have to do now, don’t you?” he 
whispers, moving his hand through my hair, across my 
scalp, a tingling feeling not unlike the orgasm. 


“What?” I murmur. 


“We have to tell your father,” he says. 


Something drops in my belly, a big heaping of reality into 
this dream like moment. 


“But what if he goes crazy?” I say. “What if he doesn’t 
approve?” 


CHAP LER SEVEN 


| iam 


Lola sits in the plush leather chair opposite me, a sleek 
wooden table drilled into the floor of the private jet 
between us. 


Caesar's face lit up into a smile when I told him that I’d 
finally met her, the woman I’d been waiting my whole damn 
life for. 


“Then don’t even think about feeling guilty for taking the jet 
just for yourselves,” he said, patting me on the shoulder. 
“You’ve retired the way you wanted to. You’ve built a multi- 
million dollar empire. It’s only right that you’ve found a 
woman to share it with.” 


I slapped him on the shoulder, the same way he did with 
me. “Thank you, Coach,” I said. “When you check your pay 
packet for this trip, you'll find a nice bonus in it. And for the 
rest of the team, too. I couldn’t have done any of this 
without you.” 


Now, Lola and I settle into the plush chairs, our belts 
strapped as we wait for the plane to take off. 


I let my eyes move over her, trying to still the urge to leap 
across to her. She’s wearing another summer dress, this 
one with palm-tree patterns on it, light and flowy and 
driving me feral. 


“I think Mom’s suspicious,” she whispers, clawing at the 
edge of the table as the plane rises into the air smoothly, 
leaving our Caribbean patch of paradise below us. “I mean, 
how could she not? I flew here with her and I’m leaving 
with you. But she didn’t seem mad. More like she was ... 
okay with it?” She giggles, shaking her head. “I think Dad’s 
going to be the problem, really.” 


“He’s a good man,” I murmur. 
“You’ve known him forever, pretty much, right?” 


I nod. “We were best friends growing up. We were basically 
brothers, because I never had a father. He died before I 
was born and my mother raised me alone.” 


“Oh, I’m sorry,” she whispers, leaning across the table and 
holding tightly onto my hand. “I didn’t know that.” 


I clutch onto her, wondering if now is, finally, the time when 
I can begin to let a tiny flicker of vulnerability shine 
through. Just a spot, a subtle shine. 


“Thank you,” I say. “My mother was a good woman, but she 
was busy, working two jobs, so I was often with Seb and his 
parents. We were inseparable, and then as we got older 
Seb became more bookish and dedicated to school. 
Whereas I ... Well, I did well in school, but my love was 
always martial arts. I defended him a few times, from 
bullies, those pathetic men, like Markus, who think they can 
treat people any damn way they want just because they’re 
bigger.” 


I tighten my grip on her hand, interlacing my fingers with 
hers, remembering the way Markus spoke to her in the 
interview. 


“Its okay,” she whispers, a slight smile on her lips. “You 
defended my honor, my brave knight.” 


I chuckle deeply, shaking my head. “Funny and beautiful? 
What the hell have I let myself in for?” 


She rolls her eyes playfully. “Dad really, really cares about 
you, Liam. He’s not the heart-on-his-sleeve type, but I can 
tell he does, just whenever you come up in conversation. 
NS a a Neves 


She trails off. I read her, the almost frantic look in her 
uniquely colored eyes. The jet gets higher and higher until 
it no longer rocks, just glides steadily, and then she goes on. 


“I'm terrified he’s going to try and force us apart.” 


“He won't,” I say, but then something twists in my gut. 
“Actually, that’s a lie. And I never want to lie to you, Lola. He 
might react angrily. I just hope not. He knows me. He knows 
the type of man I am, and when I tell him that I want to 
protect you and support you, he’ll know I’m telling the 
truth.” 


She bites her lip, nodding. “He can be a bit...um, stubborn, 
sometimes?” She giggles, but there’s a world weary note in 
her tone. “Like my writing career. He thinks I ought to focus 
on a serious career, rather than thriller writing. He’s right. 
I know he’s right. There’s no definite future for me and the 
chances of me getting paid for writing straightaway are so 
slim. But it’s my passion.” 


“And you have to follow it,” I whisper, bringing her hand to 
my lips and kissing her knuckles, one by one. “It was the 
same for me when I was eighteen years old, a fire in my 


belly only MMA could satisfy. If you feel that burning, Lola, 
you should chase it, and never let anybody tell you not to. 
rll support you. Always.” 


She glows, looking so damn womanly for a second I feel 
something carnal thrumming through me. “But what if I 
don’t have what it takes?” 


“Put in the work,” I say. “And I know you do. I’ve read the 
stories you posted online, remember. I know you’ve got 
talent.” 


“T still can’t believe you did that,” she says, mock pouting at 
me. “What if you completely hated them and then had to lie 
to my face and say you liked them?” 


“But I’d never lie to you,” I tell her firmly. “I promise.” 
“T actually did have an idea last night,” she says. 


That soft glow touches her cheeks, the one that tells me 
she’s warring with the idea of saying something sassy, but 
her nerves have the potential to hold her back. 


In the end, though, her feistiness breaks through like the 
sun through cloud. 


“Which actually shocked me, because I thought you’d tired 
me out way too much to have any ideas.” 


I smirk and then let out a chuckle, knowing for a fact that if 
this plane was self-flying I’d be on her again. 


But I’m not going to risk the pilots even getting a hint that 
something’s going on with Lola. I don’t want anybody else 
even thinking of her like that, ever, because the way her 
body moves and the panting breaths she makes when she’s 
caught up in her pleasure are for me, and me alone. 


“What was the idea?” I ask. 


“I was thinking about how unique it was, JFC holding an 
event on that island. And then I started thinking what if it 
was all a ploy, you know, some elaborate ruse to...well, to 
play with somebody’s head. Admittedly, this idea is barely a 
sprout at the moment and it needs watering. But I’m sure 
there’s something there.” She pauses. “What? Why are you 
looking at me like that?” 


She’s right, I realize. 


I’ve been staring at her with intensity flaming in my eyes. I 
unbuckle my seatbelt and walk around to her side, sitting 
next to her, placing my hand on her knee and squeezing 
softly. 


“You just looked so damn passionate,” I whisper. “With your 
words coming out a million miles a minute and your cheeks 
all flaming red. This is what you’re meant to pursue, Lola. I 
can see that just by looking at you. And I can help you. I'll 
be there for you every step of the way.” 


“Do you mean financially?” she mutters, moving her hand 
across my square jaw as though we’ve known each other 
for decades. It feels like we have. “Because I’m not sure 
how I’d feel about that. I mean, I could just write a terrible 
book but if you bankrolled me, we could get it published, 
probably. Self-published, but with enough money it would 
make no difference. But I think I want to do this on my 
Own.” 


Pride surges in my chest as the jet surges over the clear 
crystal ocean. 


“Then what about this?” I whisper, leaning close and kissing 
her on the cheek. 


Everything in me roars at me to take her, claim her, now, 
right fucking now. 


I think about the pilots and lean back slightly, forcing myself 
to be in control. 


“Tmagine I build you the office of your dreams, and one day 
I come in to find my best-selling queen sitting at her desk, 
typing up a storm. And on the other side of the room our 
little one typing at his or her own desk, dreaming up stories 
of their own.” 


A smile brightens her face, her eyes widening with how 
badly she wants that scenario, just as badly as I do. 


“Wait a second, though. What do you mean little one? You 
don’t really think I’m going to let you get away with just 
giving me one baby, huh?” 


This woman. 


I smirk, even as thoughts of what Seb is going to make of 
this invade my mind unfairly. 


She’s more than I ever could have dreamed for, with her 
sassiness, her personality transcending her nerves and 
flaming through in each word and gesture. 


“No, of course not,” I tell her. “But the rest of our children 
are going to be too busy with sports.” 


“What?” she giggles, jabbing me playfully in the side. “No 
way, Liam. Every single one of them is going to be a book 
nerd like me.” 


“No, no,” I laugh, jabbing her right back, and then tickling 
her side so that giggles dance in the Caribbean sun shining 
through the jet’s windows. “They’re going to be poorly-read 
savages, just like they’re old man.” 


“Firstly,” she says, pouting up a storm. “You are not an old 
man. Secondly, you are not poorly-read. You wouldn’t be 


able to handle your business the way you did if you weren’t 
a little well read.” 


“Hmm, you place a lot of faith in books, Lola.” 


She laughs, giving my leg a squeeze that threatens to erupt 
me. “Yeah, I do. Anyway, you already told me you read.” 


“Hell, you’ve got me,” I chuckle. I lean down and give her a 
kiss, savoring her warmth. “Lola, if you think you’ve got a 
killer book idea, then chase it. Chase it with everything you 
have. Because that’s the only way you’re going to get what 
you want.” 


She smiles and rests her head against my chest. “Thank you 
for supporting me, Liam. Really. It means so much.” 


“Always,” I whisper, kissing the top of her head, smelling 
her vanilla shampoo. “Speaking of what we want, I think 
we'd better make a stop before going to your parents’ 
house. I don’t want to be thinking of how goddamn 
gorgeous and sexy you look when we break the news.” 


She looks up at me, a sparkle in her eyes. “Are you saying 
you’ve gotta get something out of your system, huh?” 


“That’s right,” I growl. 


“Good,” she grins. “Because I was thinking the exact same 
thing.” 


CHAP TER EIGHT 


L, ola 


I remember the articles written about Juggernaut Fighting 
Championship’s decision to build a whole complex on a 
private island in the Caribbean, how wasteful some people 
thought it was, what a poor business decision. 


But when we disembark the private jet and I see, beyond 
the barriers of the airport, a whole hoard of fans screaming 
and cheering Liam’s name I just know that they were 
wrong. 


He was popular before, but now it’s like he’s royalty 
returning to his home country. 


He takes my hand as we walk down to the private car 
waiting to pick us up, the windows tinted and several 
security men in suits and earpieces standing around looking 
important. 


I feel myself pulling away from him slightly as we near the 
car, when I see the flashes of the photographers’ cameras 
blooming in the evening light. 


“What’s wrong?” Liam whispers, close to my ear. 


“Are you sure you want to be seen with me?” I mutter. “It 
makes it so official. And I don’t want to force you in any—” 


He spins me around so quickly that I giggle in shock, and 
then leans down and fuses his lips against mine, white hot 
heat searing between us, a thousand buzzing tingles 
dancing up and down my body, making everything else 
seem unimportant. 


I lose myself in the kiss, gasping, almost biting his lip. 
He pulls away, smirking, eyes twinkling. 

“Dammit,” he says. 

“What?” I ask, smiling. 


“I promised myself I wouldn’t do any public displays of 
affection, that your perfect body, lips, perfect everything 
was just for me. But you need to know, Lola, that this is 
official. You’re mine. And I don’t care who knows it.” 


What, not even Dad? 


But since we first discussed telling him on the flight, that 
big elephant in the room has been swiftly ignored, as 
though we’ve silently agreed to tackle that thorny issue at a 
later date. 


Liam puts his hand on my back and leads me to the car, but 
then doesn’t climb in after me. He ducks his head under the 
roof - a difficult feat for a man so giant - and then says, “I’m 
going to go and greet some of the fans. It’s not fair that 
they’ve waited so long for me to just drive away. Do you 
mind?” 


“Of course not,” I tell him, warmth for this man, this down- 
to-earth and yet godly man whelming in my chest. 


“And then it’s the Royal Suite at the Plaza,” he smirks 
wolfishly. 


“The Royal...” 


“No arguments,” he says. “I already had my fixer book it on 
the flight.” 


“You’re too much, Liam,” I smile, my heart fluttering. 
The Plaza. 


I keep waiting for the punchline, the ah-hah moment that 
will tell me none of this is real, that this amazing crazy 
goodness can’t be happening to me. 


But it is. 
And I think it’s time I started to accept that. 


I’m not just the nervous, shy girl walking invisibly through 
the high school corridors. 


Under Liam’s gaze and with his support, I feel like I could 
be so much more. 


The Royal Suite is even fancier than the suite on Fight 
Island, with a plush blue couch sitting opposite golden 
armchairs on a gold patterned rug, the staircase behind us 
promising the luxury of the bedroom as Liam pulls me 
closer to him, lying back on the couch, moving his fingers 
through my hair so that prickles sway alluringly over me. 


“I can’t believe you got the Plaza at such short notice,” I 
mutter. 


“T got lucky,” Liam demurs casually. 


“And you’re rich,” I giggle. “That helps, too.” 


He smirks, tickling me under the arms so that I squirm in 
his arms. “Sure, that helps too.” 


“You better stop that,” I gasp, slapping his firm chest as the 
private light of the suite blooms all around us. The curtains 
are closed, securing us away in our own world. “Or...” 


“Or what?” he taunts, grinning as he dives in for another 
tickle. 


I move back. 


“Or it’ll be my turn to take the lead,” I say, with my voice 
somehow not trembling. 


With Liam, I feel more and more confidence filling every 
interaction, every moment, until it’s almost like I can see 
myself becoming somebody new. 


Or not becoming, more like evolving, like with Liam’s 
support I don’t always have to be shy and withdrawn. 


I can let fly with some playful sassiness. 


I can say and do those things I always think about saying 
and doing, but usually reserve for characters in my writing 
because I’m just too fricking anxious. 


I see his face twist in primal lust. 


“Don’t say that as a joke,” he growls. “Because Ill hold you 
to it, Lola. I want to see you evolve and become more 
confident in the bedroom. But only with me.” 


“Obviously,” I tease, moving closer to him, and then, as 
quickly as I can, I sit up and swing my leg over so that I’m 
straddling him on the couch. “I only want you, Liam. I swear 
Ican...” 


“What?” he whispers, when I trail off. He leans up, bracing 
my back in his hand and shifting so that I can feel his 
manhood pressing through his pants into my panties 
through the thin fabric of my dress. “Don’t be shy, Lola. You 
never have to be ashamed, not with me.” 


“Tt’s silly,” I say. “But I’m sure I can already feel your seed in 
my womb. I can feel our bookish child growing.” 


“It must be twins, then,” he banters, stroking his other 
hand up and down my leg, squeezing my thigh. “And I bet 
the other is sporty as hell, and will never want to touch a 
book in his life.” 


“Ha, ha, ha,” I giggle sarcastically. 


I pause, my sex twitching, my clit screaming at me not to let 
my anxiety stop me anymore. 


“Let’s stay like this,” I whisper, shifting my hips back and 
forth, grinding up and down onto his manhood through his 
pants, teasing him just like he teased me in the Caribbean. 
“Let me ride you, Liam. Let me make you wild.” 


“I already am wild,” he growls, grabbing onto my ass 
cheeks as I shift my hips quicker, in deeper movements. I’ve 
never felt sexier, not with Liam staring at me like that. “For 
you. lll always be fucking wild.” 


I grip his shoulders and squeeze, just loving how hard they 
are, how there’s zero give at all. 


“I’m getting wet,” I gasp, and feel his manhood give an 
answering twinge in response, like it wants to leap from his 
pants and fuck me right now. “Fricking hell, Liam, I’m 
getting wet just grinding on you like this.” 


“You keep talking like that,” he growls, lifting up my dress. I 
shift to help him along, and then he tears it over my head 


and tosses it over one of the golden armchairs. “And I’m not 
going to be able to stop from taking you right here.” 


“Let’s do it,” I moan. “But my panties...” 


He laughs grimly and grabs them in a bunch. “These won’t 
be a problem,” he growls, tearing them in one quick 
movement. 


They snap against my hips, freeing my sex as I lean up to let 
him remove the offending material. 


“You’re an animal,” I moan, my pussy bare against his pants 
now, smearing wetness against the outline of his bulging 
manhood. 


“Just for you,” he snarls, massaging my bare ass cheeks, 
grinding the flesh so that sizzling pleasure moves over my 
ass and into my pussy. “What’re you going to do next, huh?” 


“Is that a challenge?” I fire, sinking into this sassiness, my 
embarrassment forgotten in the fury of desire. 


A smirk tugs at his lips. “It just might be, yeah.” 
“Then I’ll show you what I’m going to do.” 


I sit up and reach down for his pants, unbuckling his belt 
and then fiddling with the zipper. There’s a moment when it 
feels like I won’t be able to free his bulging manhood, but 
then I finally get the fricking zipper down and pull his 
underwear down so it’s wedged under his balls. 


His manhood springs up eagerly, so huge it brushes my 
soaked pussy even when I’m leaning up like this. 


The whole thing is a tangle of limbs and the position is 
different, but I ignore my aching body and focus on the 
feeling of his cock in my hand instead, stroking him from tip 
to hilt, squeezing to see how hard he is. 


And he’s rock-fricking-solid. 


“You better sit on this cock,” he growls. “Or I’m going to 
fuck you like the beast I am.” 


“Like this, baby?” I moan, sitting down slowly. 


The head of his cock greets my pussy, prying my lips apart 
slowly, tingling surges going right up into my belly. 


Liam’s face contorts as he gazes into my eyes, and then 
down at my breasts. He grabs the back of my bra and 
unclips it in one fluid motion, freeing my breasts so that 
he’s free to lean forward and lick and nibble them softly. 


He sucks on my nipple, so hard that half my breast sucks 
into his mouth, the pressure making it feel like it could go 
pop in a haze of pleasure. 


Finally he slides his hands down to my ass cheeks and lifts 
me up, sliding our sexes together with furious friction, 
bringing me right to the tip before lowering me down 
again. 


I gasp, collapsing against him and gripping his rock hard 
body. 


“The way your breasts sway when you bounce like that,” he 
groans. “It’s like I’m being fucking hypnotized. Do you have 
any idea how sexy you are?” 


A thrill surges through me and I find his lips, kissing him as 
we begin to buck again, with me using his shoulders to 
gyrate upward in motion with his guiding, pleasure-filled 
hands. 


The sounds of our slapping flesh fills the suite and he kisses 
me deeper, our tongues twirling around each other as he 
leaves red imprints on my flesh, grabbing my ass cheeks, 
palming, massaging. 


My pussy starts to swell with warmth as I find my own 
tempo, taking the lead with my movements, up and down, 
over and over until we’re both gasping and short of breath. 


But I push through any tiredness I might have, my lust 
giving me strength, adrenaline and endorphins flooding 
through me so that all that matters is his cock, his massive 
cock, and my searing hot pussy. 


I bounce again and again, slamming myself down onto his 
balls, his cock spearing a path deep inside of me. 


“You’re getting tighter,” he snarls. “And wetter. And hotter. 
You’re close. I want you to drench this cock. Soak my 
fucking cock.” 


I bounce harder, fiercer, everything else drifting into the 
background as I ride my man’s - my man’s - bulging slick 
cock. 


I feel like I’m leaving the old Lola behind, the shy Lola, as I 
let my moans ring out loudly and don’t feel any self- 
consciousness or nervousness prick at me, trying to stop 
this moment. 


I never dreamed I could be sassy and sexy and confident, 
and especially not in the bedroom, but here we are, here we 
fricking are, and I’m bouncing and bucking my hips so that 
now I can tell Liam is close, too. 


His brown eyes blaze brightly and his mouth falls open in 
gasps, his hands clawing at my ass as though for grip, as 
though he’s going to fall as carnally into the orgiastic 
celebration as I am. 


Then I throw my head back and he grabs my breasts with 
one hand, making them tingle, sizzle like something 
cooking, and with the other he props up my back, making 
sure I don’t fall. 


He always will. 
He’ll always protect me. 


And it’s time I stopped listening to this small selfdoubting 
voice inside. 


“Oh God,” he snarls, sucking my nipple, nibbling it softly, 
making it hard. “The way you’re moving right now. Fuck.” 


“Me... too...” 


But then words fail us both as I feel my pussy letting go of 
all the pent-up pressure it’s been clinging to, a gushing 
feeling as juices squirt over his cock and balls and his cock 
begins to thrum and vibrate as he shoots his precious seed 
up inside of me. 


Our lips find each other again in the last moments of the 
shared orgasm, both our eyes wide open, staring into each 
other as our bodies sing out their last notes of euphoria. 


“That was...” 
“Amazing,” I finish for him. 


He smirks. “Took the words right out of my mouth. But that 
makes sense for a writer, eh?” 


I giggle and slide aside, settling comfortably into his arm 
when he cuddles me close to him. I rest my head against my 
chest and close my eyes, listening to his heartbeat, frantic 
at first and then slowly returning to normal. 


But mine keeps beating, a quickening drumming in my 
chest. 


Soon, we’ll have to end this private heaven and go see Mom 
and Dad. 


And break the news. 


I try to tell myself it’s all going to be okay, that Dad will 
react positively, but I’m not so sure. 


We’ve done so much untactfully, like us leaving together - 
Mom must know something - and the photo, fricking hell, 
the photo the press must’ve got of Liam kissing me. 


Has that been published yet? 

It was a quick moment. 

Did they even capture it? 

If they did, has Dad seen it? Does he already know? 


And is he going to go crazy on me, on us, for letting him find 
out that way? 


My mind whirs with questions, but no answers offer 
themselves. I feel stranded, with only Liam to cling onto, 
but luckily that’s enough. He’s more than enough and 
always will be. 


I close my eyes even tighter, blotting out the world, hiding 
in the closeness of Liam and the closeness blooming 
between us. 


The love. 
I love him, I love him, I fricking love him. 


But he hasn’t said that big-as-heck L-word and I’m not 
about to leap into that particular fire, especially when we 
still have the furnace of breaking the news of Dad to brave. 


CHAP TER NINE 


| iam 


Lola and I sit in an exclusive booth of Le Feu, the night 
forgotten as its street-lamps glow high up in the ceiling slat 
windows, the main light coming from soft bulbs and lamp 
shades that cast orange rays across the intimate room. Our 
booth is like something from a French duke’s estate, the 
wood old and carved and patterned, with our chairs thick 
and plush and almost throne-like. It’s quiet tonight, but 
that’s to be expected, since Le Feu or ‘The Fire’ is the most 
exclusive, private, secret restaurant in all of New York City. 


“There are no prices on the menus,” Lola mutters, glancing 
down at the ornate calligraphy of the items, with helpful 
printed brackets at the side just in case their patrons can’t 
decipher the arcane script. 


“Everything’s going to be fine,” I say, reading her. 
She’s not worried about the menus. 


In her fire-red dress inlaid with gemstones, her hair tied up 
in a bun, a pearl necklace at her throat and heels that 
match her dress on her feet, I think she’s worried about 


Seb immediately knowing what’s going on between us. 
She’s dressed up like a queen, like my queen, and Seb’s no 
idiot. He’ll be able to tell. 


The urge that causes me to grip the wooden table so hard 
I’m surprised I don’t knock over the candles is fired by how 
irresistible Lola looks in that dress, even though it’s tasteful 
and shows nothing sexual, but the way the fabric hugs her 
body, how fucking perfect it would be to peel it down, inch 
by tantalizing inch, and reveal the goose pimpled flesh 
beneath. 


“Behave,” she whispers, batting me her sassy eyelashes. 
“We’ve got serious business to take care of here, Liam.” 


“T know, I know,” I groan, my mind flitting back to our suite 
at the Plaza. 


We’re having a late dinner, ten o’clock, and part of me 
wonders if we should’ve arranged it for tomorrow instead. 


But Lola wanted to get this done as quickly as possible, like 
pulling a Band-Aid off, she said. 


Goddamn, I love this woman. 


I feel it each time I look at her, a savage certainty smacking 
me right in the chest. 


I want to roar it right now, this second, but the idea of 
placing that atop the already-flaming bonfire of our 
relationship before telling her father seems unfair. 


What if Seb goes go berserk at this new development in our 
lives? What if he tries to fight it? 


Holy fuck, what then? 


It’s only when I see my oldest friend and his wife being led 
across the restaurant by the suited-and-booted host - with a 


stiff back and an even stiffer mustache - that I realize I 
don’t have an answer to that question. 


Perhaps I’ve been so certain in our love that I just assumed 
the feeling would be infectious, an osmosis of acceptance or 
something like that. 


Seb is wearing a shirt with the sleeves rolled up, tucked 
into brown chinos and with a frown already plastered to his 
face. Suddenly, I feel a stab of regret at the slick steel- 
shaded suit I’m wearing, wondering if my oldest friend is 
going to think I’m trying to out man him or some shit. 


Anna is wearing a long, flowing party dress with heels, with 
a secret smile on her face that causes the idea that she 
knows and approves, to rise in my mind. 


But I can’t get ahead of myself. 


I rise from the table and offer Seb my hand, which he takes 
after a few long moment, shaking it briskly. 


He lets Anna sidle along into the booth and then sits down 
next to her, picking at the edge of the table, his blue eyes 
flitting between Lola and me and back again. 


“So,” he says after a long pause, “this is a pretty weird 
situation we’ve found ourselves in, isn’t it?” 


I feel Lola recoil beside me, as though the words have 
struck her in the chest. Anna sucks in a breath and shakes 
her head slowly, and then gives Lola a quick look of support, 
her eyes widening slightly. 


I sigh. 
“Seb...” 


“Can we order some drinks?” he grumbles. “Or are we just 
going to sit here dying of thirst all night?” 


“Of course,” I say, waving for the waiter. 


I order a soda and Lola does the same. Seb orders a 
whiskey, neat, and then drinks half of it down with his eyes 
closed as though savoring the taste. The waiter then 
approaches to take our orders, which takes a long, long 
time, as though Seb is purposefully lengthening the process 
by scanning and rescanning the menu. 


That way, he doesn’t need to face the conundrum that’s 
sitting right in front of him. 


I feel my patience fraying and have to resist the urge to just 
roar out that his daughter is mine, that I’m claiming her. 


Now and forever. 


Maybe I would if Lola didn’t nudge me under the table with 
her knee, clearly sensing there’s a swell of lava welling up 
inside of me, ready to explode out like the mouth of a 
volcano. 


“Tm guessing this is your treat?” Seb snaps bluntly. 
“Of course,” I say. 


He snorts. “Is that a way to disarm me, Liam? Bring me to 
this fancy-ass restaurant so you look like the big man, and 
then ... What? And then tell me that you’ve decided to take 
advantage of my daughter?” 


His voice rises to almost breaking point at the end of the 
sentence, and he throws the rest of his whiskey back and 
slams it down, the table juddering, the candlelight 
flickering dangerously. 


Anna winces beside him and Lola makes a quivering sound. 


“Dad,” she says, her voice far stronger than I’d expected. 
I’m so proud of her. “There’s no need to be like this. Really, 


it’ g— n 


“Its clear as day that something’s going on, is what it is,” 
he interrupts, moving his glassy eyes over me. 


The thought occurs to me that he started drinking long 
before he got to the restaurant. 


“First, that post-fight interview. I mean, well done, Liam. 
Well done for winning that fight and retiring the way you 
wanted, really. I mean that. But when you dedicated it to 
Lola, I was just ... Well, Anna tried to tell me it was just a 
friend-of-the-family thing, but I didn’t buy it. And then I 
heard you were flying back together and that just sealed it.” 


He doesn’t mention the photo, which I’m glad about. 


It means the money I spent acquiring and deleting it before 
publication was well spent. 


“So you’re angry,” I note. 
“Damn right I’m angry,” he snarls. 


“Sebastian, please,” Anna says quietly, touching his 
forearm. “The other tables are looking at us like we’re 
complete animals. Can’t we just calm down a little bit?” 


He breathes through his teeth, glancing at Lola. 
“What is it, Lola? Is this a money-grab thing?” 


“What?” Lola hisses, her voice whip sharp. “Dad, I love you, 
but don’t sit there and try and make out that I’m some sort 
of...” 


She trails off, but the unsaid word hangs silently in the 
atmosphere of the booth. 


Gold digger. 


I recoil at the thought, a shaft of anger stabbing right 
through me. 


If Seb wasn’t my oldest and best friend, I know I’d explode 
like a lion whose territory has been infringed upon by lesser 
animals. To brand what Lola and I have as anything less 
than perfect, to something just money related, causes 
sickness to maelstrom in my belly. 


“I know it’s not ideal for you,” she goes on, a cord of 
strength in her voice. “But you can’t change the fact that 
we’re together, and we’re going to stay together. I don’t 
want to ruin your and Liam’s friendship, though.” 


“My head is spinning about a million miles per hour,” Seb 
sighs, massaging his forehead. “So what is this, exactly? 
This thing going on between the two of you?” 


“Why do you have to say it like that?” Lola snaps. 


“What, you’re going to dictate how I speak now?” Seb 
growls. 


“Seb,” I say quietly, causing everybody at the table to 
abruptly stop talking and turn to me. “Please don’t talk to 
her like that.” 


He grins in a vicious way I recognize from childhood, the 
same way he’d grin after telling a nasty joke about a 
classmate. He’d always apologize later, realizing the error 
he’d made, but Seb was hot headed, always letting his 
words fly without contemplating them beforehand. 


“Old, old friend,” he sighs, moving his finger around the 
edge of his whiskey glass. 


And then moving too quickly, and causing it to roll onto its 
side and almost off the table. 


I grab it smoothly and set it upright, and even this makes 
his expression warp in annoyance, as though that’s just 
another slight toward him and his family. 


I feel my patience gnawing to an even more threadbare 
state, my hands gripping the table so that my knuckles turn 
white. 


“It’s like this, Seb,” I say. “I always knew that I’d recognize 
the woman of my dreams the second I saw her. I knew it 
might happen one day. But I’d resigned myself to the fact 
that it might not, too. Well, when I walked into that 
interview and saw Lola, I felt something Id never 
experienced before. It was like ...” 


I pause, delving into my mind for the most accurate words, 
the same way I search for the most effective strike in the 
cage. 


“It was like suddenly, everything just made sense. I knew I 
wanted to be with her for the rest of my life. I only realized 
after this world changing feeling that she was Lola, your 
daughter. But what the hell was I supposed to do? I knew, 
Seb. I knew she was the one. I knew she was going to be 
the mother of my children and we were going to have a life 
together.” 


“After what?” Seb mutters sulkily. “A couple of minutes?” 


“Less,” I snarl, pride infusing my voice. “A couple of 
seconds, if that. Your daughter is the best person I’ve ever 
met and I...” 


I love her. 


“And I knew that what we’d have would be the best thing 
that ever happened to me.” 


“Its romantic, Sebastian, isn’t it?” Anna says, touching his 
hand and then squeezing onto it when he reluctantly flips it 
over, their fingers interlacing. “You can see that much, at 
least?” 


“Romantic,” Seb says, speaking the word like it’s a dead 
person, somebody recently passed, as though he can’t quite 
understand how it happened. “Maybe it is. I don’t know. 
Anna, you know I’ve never been the most romantic type. 
But you'll understand if this is all just a bit hard for me to 
accept. So you walk into the interview room and click you 
knew.” 


“Yes,” Lola says, passion making her voice wavy. I can hear 
the emotion underlying the word, making me want to pull 
her into my arms and kiss away any pain swarming inside of 
her. “It was the same for me, Dad. I mean, I didn’t dare 
think that Liam would want me, but—” 


“You’re a beautiful, talented girl, Lola,” Seb says. “Any man 
would be lucky to have you.” 


“And I do feel lucky,” I say firmly. 


“But I wanted him,” Lola flows on. “I felt it, too. It’s so 
fricking hard to explain. This isn’t some quick fling, Dad. 
This isn’t a money-grab or anything like that. This is me 
wanting to be with Liam forever. He’s claimed me, and I 
want to be claimed by him.” 


The waiter arrives with the starters and another round of 
drinks, but I feel something shifting in the mood when Seb 
reaches for his water instead of his whiskey. 


A lull smooths over the conversation as we eat our food, 
only commenting on how tasty it is, its texture, its quality. 
Beside me, I feel Lola bubbling with nervous energy, her 
thigh brushing up and down against mine. 


Even now, an answering Call fires inside of me, something 
urging me to grip her thigh, to slide up to her... 


But I’m going to have to learn how to control myself around 
my queen, otherwise we’ll never get anything done. It’s not 
her fault she’s sex made flesh, every inch of her coated in 
take-me strokes of lust. 


It’s like I can read her thoughts in the twitches of her body, 
in the way she eats her food, the scraping of her fork 
against her plate. 


Maybe this won’t work. 
Maybe Dad will never come around. 


But he has to, he fucking has to, because there’s nothing in 
this universe that will stop me from claiming my queen. 


“You’re my age, Liam,” Seb says once we’ve finished the 
starters, as though he’s revealing a fact I was hitherto 
unaware of. 


“T’m your age,” I agree, just letting it hang there. 


It doesn’t matter to me, not in the slightest, that Lola is over 
two decades younger than me. When you know, you know, 
and I don’t care about the mere years separating us. They 
seem pathetic in light of what we have and what we’re 
going to become. 


“But why does that matter?” Lola cuts in, a flame of zeal in 
her words. “Liam is the fricking heavyweight champion of 
the world, Dad. He’s youthful in the cage and he’s youthful 
outside of it.” 


She winces and Anna does the same, but the moment seems 
to pass without Seb grabbing onto the potential 
ammunition that statement offers. 


Youthful outside of it. 
In the bedroom? 


I find myself smirking, but then force my lips into a serious 
line. 


“Anyway, I don’t see what age has to do with it when we feel 
the way we do,” she goes on. “So what if he’s forty-two and 
I’m eighteen? It’s not like we’re ignorant of that fact, jeez. 
To be honest, I like that he’s older than me. So many of the 
boys my age are so immature and have no idea what they 
want to do with their lives. Well, we can say for sure that 
Liam doesn’t have that problem, right?” 


A warm smile touches Seb’s lips, just for a moment, and his 
eyes flit to mine like they did when we were boys. 


“Yeah,” he allows. “Liam’s never had a problem chasing his 
dreams.” 


“And I want to support Lola while she chases her,” I say 
firmly. “I want to be with her every step on our journey. I 
want us to share the journey. That’s what we’re trying to 
tell you, Seb. We’re in this for the long haul.” 


“Honey,” Anna says, giving his hand a squeeze. “I know this 
is a Shock for you, but just look at them. They’re crazy about 
each other. And they’re talking about commitment, about 
the Jong haul. Isn’t that just what we’d dream for Lola, 
finding a steady, capable man to settle down with? I get it, I 
do...” 


She goes on, when he’s about to cut her off. 


“But just because he’s your best friend, it doesn’t mean we 
should stand in the way of what they have. Just imagine if 
some friend of yours did that to you when we were first 
getting together. How would you feel?” 


Seb winces, but a smile touches his lips again. “I’d feel like 
ignoring that SOB until the end of my time, truth be told,” 
he sighs. “So this is for real? You’re going to have a family 
together? You’re going to take care of each other?” 


“Yes,” I growl, a wolf defending his pack. “Lola means more 
to me than my MMA career, than my business, than 
anything in my whole damn life. I’m ready to make her my 
life. We’ll grow and evolve together.” 


I reach for Lola’s hand and take it for the first time since 
Seb and Anna arrived, moving my thumb over her knuckles, 
stilling her trembling with my steel support. 


“Dad, Liam’s chosen me, and I’ve chosen him. We’re going 
to have children together. And I want you to be okay with 
this, I really, really do. But...” 


She sucks in a quivering breath. 

“But I’m not going to let anything come between us.” 
“Neither am I,” I say, backing her up like I always will. 
“What is that?” he glowers. “An ultimatum?” 


“No,” Lola and I say at the same time, and then turn to 
share a brief, precious moment amidst the drama. 


Lola’s eyes twinkle as she says, “It’s just a fact, Dad.” 


We all pause again as the mains are brought out, mine and 
Seb’s steaks throwing steam into the air, whirling, as Lola 
eyes her lamb and Anna picks up her fork for her salad. 


“I want a promise,” Seb says after a mouthful of bloody 
steak. “I want you to promise me, Liam, that—” 


“T will never hurt her, old friend,” I growl, interrupting him. 
“TIl always protect her. I’ll always support her. Forever.” 


“Well, you have my blessing,” Anna says, her cheeks 
glowing as her gaze flits between us. “I knew right away. On 
the beach, when you walked off together, I just knew 
something was going on. And I’m not like my grumpy 
husband.” She elbows him playfully, making him chuckle 
lightly despite his supposed anger. “Nope, I was over the 
moon about it. You make an incredible couple. Any idiot 
could see that.” 


“Except this idiot, apparently,” Seb says, but he’s grinning 
and his tone is self-deprecating. He nods, twice, the second 
one seeming to settle something inside of him. “I came in 
here thinking it was some fling, I don’t know. Something 
temporary, something that would make it so we could never 
be friends again, Liam. And that Lola was maybe not 
thinking things through properly.” 


He pauses and I feel Lola tense up beside me. 


But when her father speaks next, she relaxes, as though a 
cool breeze is flowing through her. 


“But Anna’s right. You can just see how much this means to 
you both. So, Liam, Lola..” He smiles without any 
resentment now. “You have my stamp of approval, for what 
it’s worth.” 


“It’s worth a lot, old friend,” I say. “A man should always be 
on good terms with his woman’s father if he can be.” 


“Tt really does, Dad,” Lola says. 


“Let’s stop kowtowing to this grumpy fool, then,” Anna 
teases, tickling his side. “And enjoy this amazing food.” 


“I second that,” Seb grins. “After all, old buddy, it’s your 
treat, right?” 


The whole table laughs and I feel a weight being lifted from 
the interaction, all the tension seeping away as we lose 
ourselves in the catharsis of the moment. 


But then something pricks at me with urgency and I know 
there’s one more thing I need to ask Seb tonight. 


I wait for him to excuse himself and go to the restroom and 
then follow him down the yellow-lit corridor. 


“Seb,” I call out. 
He turns, that same smile on his face. 


“Liam,” he grins. “Chasing me to the pisser now, is that it? 
Don’t worry, I’m not going to make an escape out the 
window. I meant what I said back there.” 


“Its not that,” I say, feeling a tic of nervousness in my jaw, 
in my temples, everything tense and primed. “I need to ask 
you something, something really, really goddamn 
important.” 


Seb blinks. 
“Alright, Liam, alright,” he says. “Ask away.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


| iam 


I sit in the back of the hired car watching New York flit by 
me, the hustle and bustle of the city still triggering 
something like awe in me after living here all my life. The 
sun slants down brightly from a clear midday sky, but 
nothing could be brighter than the feeling doing 
somersaults in my chest. 


I close my eyes and let my mind dance over the past couple 
of days after the dinner, Liam and I turning the Plaza suite 
into our sanctuary, only leaving for food but otherwise 
devouring each other the rest of the time. 


All through the dinner, something acidic was mocking me 
from the back of my mind, a cruel voice whispering that 
Dad wasn’t going to be okay with it, that he’d take a stand. 


And then what? 


But we’ll never have to cross that threshold, never have to 
guess what would happen if Dad had firmly said no, he’s 
now Okay with this. 


I know Liam and I wouldn’t have been able to bridle this 
thing between us, this galloping, beautiful - say it, a voice 
whispers - this Jove. 


This morning, I woke with the sun shining on my face and a 
note from Liam on the bedside table. 


I’m sending a car to pick you up at noon. Be ready, 
beautiful xoxo 


I stared at the hugs and kisses with a silly feeling of joy 
swirling around me. I’d never have guessed that Liam 
would draw hugs and kisses, but of course he did, for me, 
for us. 


Something magical has happened to us ever since we first 
met in the Caribbean, when he defended my honor from 
that douchebag Markus. 


I haven’t asked the driver where we’re going, because I 
don’t want to know. I trust Liam more than I thought I’d 
ever be able to trust a boy, especially when my only 
experience with them were the high school jerks who 
delighted in mocking and ignoring me. 


But Liam’s no boy. 


He’s a man, my man, and I’m ready to go wherever he 
wants to take us. 


Even so, I draw in a gasping breath when I see that we’re 
driving up the long grey-brick road toward a helipad, the 
sign telling me that it’s a place where you can hire a 
helicopter for commercial and personal flights. 


The car glides to the edge of the wide open concrete, 
helipads dotted all over the place. Some of them are home 
to helicopters, their large metal frames sitting like resting 


beasts on the tarmac. Others are empty with large yellow H 
letters proclaiming their purpose. 


The driver comes to a stop just shy of a parked helicopter, 
my chest feeling light and breezy when I see Liam waiting 
out front. 


Despite the heat, he’s wearing a suit the same iron color as 
his hair, his beefy six foot seven form filling out the material, 
wide at the shoulders, taut at the middle. He’s got his hands 
crossed over his middle, clamped tightly. 


Liam’s not a man made for nerves, but something like that 
flitters across his expression when I climb from the car and 
approach. 


“Are we going for a fly, Mr. Caveman?” I say, using the 
nickname that started in the Caribbean and has taken ona 
life of its own here in the States. 


It’s only a joke, though, because even though he’s one 
hundred percent caveman when it comes to savage 
protection and possessiveness, he’s way too smart when it 
comes to business to be completely primal. 


But the look he gives me now is like something out of the 
stone age, a twist to his lips telling me he wholeheartedly 
approves of my outfit. 


I chose a flowing summer dress, and not just because the 
heat is ubiquitous. I love savoring the way his eyes linger on 
my body when the fabric rustles in the oh-so-slight breeze, 
drinking in the confidence his desire gifts me. 


“We were going to,” he says, striding across the pad and 
looping his arm around me. “But now I’m thinking I might 
have to take you back to the Plaza. Are you trying to drive 
me insane, Lola?” 


I giggle, planting a hand on his chest and squeezing onto 
solid muscle. 


“Maybe,” I admit. “I don’t want you forgetting why you 
chose me, do I?” 


I love you, I almost scream. I love you so fricking much. Do 
you feel the same? 


“Td never forget that,” he assures me, leaning down and 
planting a kiss on my lips. It lengthens as sun-like warmth 
blooms between us. Then he breaks it off, smirking. “But we 
really have to get going. Before I lose control.” 


“Before J lose control, you mean,” I joke. 


“You just want to get back to the suite so you can write 
some more,” he teases with a playful tickle to my side. 


I roll my eyes, but I can sense the supportiveness in his 
expression. Between our frantic lovemaking sessions, I’ve 
been letting my fingers fly like miniature lightning bolts 
across the keyboard of my laptop, retrieved from Mom and 
Dad’s place when we went there for a fun, unbelievable 
dinner. 


Mom and Dad's place. 


A stunned sensation thuds into me when I realize I’ve 
already mentally moved out of my childhood home, even 
though Liam hasn’t actually asked me to live with him yet. 


Just like the L-word, I try and rein this in. 
But I can’t. 
It stampedes ahead. 


“Are you ready to fly, Lola?” he whispers, tucking a stray 
strand of hair behind my ear. 


“With you?” I whisper. “Always.” 


The helicopter surges over the city, rising higher and higher 
with my belly feeling like it’s dropping back down onto the 
tarmac. It’s a strange feeling and I find myself clutching 
onto Liam’s hand as though if I left go the rest of me will fall 
with my belly. 


“Relax, just breathe,” Liam whispers, his voice intimate in 
the over-ear headsets we’re wearing to blot out the racket 
of the helicopter’s engine and blades. “I’m here, Lola. 
Always. Open your eyes.” 


I giggle. “I didn’t even realize they were closed.” 


He places his other hand on my leg, squeezing in a way that 
strengthens me, sending reassuring pressure up and down 
my thigh. 


“Look,” he says. “It’s beautiful. Not as beautiful as you, 
granted, but that’s a high bar.” 


I laugh again, grabbing his side, needling him. I love these 
playful back-and-forth moments, especially the play 
fighting, mostly because it gives me an excuse to feel how 
firm his abs are, his muscles solid and cut with ripped lines. 


Finally, I turn to look at New York City, the buildings 
seeming small beneath us, tiny pinpricks that might be the 
suburbs in the far distance. 


I can really see the shape of the land formation from up 
here, making it look as primal as our love, something from a 
long bygone era, something real and reliable. 


I shake my head. 


“What?” Liam asks. 
“Oh, I was just thinking silly, pretentious thoughts.” 


He gives my thigh a hot squeeze. “I’ll bet they were 
brilliant, not silly and pretentious,” he says. “Tell me.” 


I try not to cringe as I attempt to explain what I was just 
thinking and feeling, my thoughts about the island and our 
love. But when I finish, Liam’s smirk is wide and his eyes 
are glinting with more than sunlight. 


“You’re amazing, Lola. I’m the luckiest man alive.” 
I feel myself glowing. 


“So is there a destination?” I ask. “Or are we just taking in 
the sights?” 


“Oh, there’s a destination,” Liam says, his words suddenly 
lofty and weighted with significance. 


I wonder if I’m projecting, if I want him to be filling his 
sentence with importance. 


Love, love, love. 
It ricochets around my head. 
“Hold onto your belly,” he says. “We’re about to drop.” 


I laugh wildly when the helicopter surges back toward the 
earth, but then it heads toward a skyscraper, a helipad set 
up on a metal scaffolding with a giant set of metallic stairs 
off to one side. It lands deftly and then we wait as the 
blades thunk-thunk-thunk to silence. 


With a whir, they stop, and when I take off the headset I’m 
stunned by how quiet it is up here, the rest of the world 
seeming so insignificant down below. 


“My writer’s mind is going a little crazy here,” I joke as he 
helps me down from the chopper. “This isn’t some twisted 
plan, right?” 


“Its a plan,” he says, with a deep throated chuckle. “I don’t 
know about twisted, though.” 


He grips onto my hand and leads me down the stairs, onto a 
wide open concrete area with a few air conditioning unit 
outlets sticking up like moles from their dens. And then 
around the corner of a brick construct that must be the 
entrance to the building. 


I gasp when I see it. 


The outdoor garden is bordered on all sides by an 
interlaced wooden fence, bright flowers poking through the 
holes and six foot potted palm trees bordering the scene, 
the sight of the leaves throwing me back to the Caribbean, 
to when we met. 


It seems like a lifetime ago now. 

So much has changed. 

The idea that it’s been less than a week seems impossible. 
Liam looks at me, reading me. 

“When you know,” he begins. 


“You know,” I jump in, and then jump toward him, confident 
that he’ll catch me. 


He does, gripping me close to him, and then bringing his 
lips to mine and crushing me with intensity. I let out a 
muffled cry as I close my eyes and loop my arms around his 
shoulders, giggling through the kiss as he lifts me off my 
feet and spins me around. 


“Come on,” he says. “I can’t wait any longer.” 


He leads me into the center of this secret garden, where a 
sleek table and two chairs sit. On the side, alcohol-free 
champagne cools on ice in a silver bucket and on the table 
sits two silver platters covered with lids. 


“Wait for what?” I ask. “The food? Are you hungry, my 
greedy caveman?” 


“In a way,” he murmurs, turning to me with both my hands 
in his. “I’m hungry for the life we’re going to live. I’m 
hungry to wake up every day next to you, to whisper in your 
ear every morning...” 


He leans in, his warm breath tickling me. 


“T love you, Lola. I loved you the moment I saw you in the 
interview room. I love you more than I could ever explain. 
You’re the wordsmith, not me. But I Jove you and TIl never 
stop.” 


I lean back in his embrace, gazing at his face, with his clean 
shaved jawline and his simmering, penetrating eyes. 


“T love you, too,” I whisper. “Fricking hell, Liam, I love you 
so much.” 


He smirks and reaches into his jacket pocket, taking out a 
ring box and then gliding to one knee in a fluid, fighter’s 
movement. 


I feel tears beading in my eyes as he opens the ring box, the 
glisten of the diamond ring blinding me with reflected 
sunlight fora moment, and then my eyes focus and I see the 
diamond itself, elegant and gorgeous, set within a silver 
band that sparkles just the same. 


“Lola Young,” Liam says, a catch of emotion in his throat. He 
swallows and goes on. “I love you and I knew from the 
moment I saw you that I wanted to spend the rest of my life 


with you. I want to have children together, to fill our home 
with laughter and happiness. I want to support you in your 
career and evolve and flourish as a couple. I never want you 
to have to be self-conscious or nervous. I want to be your 
rock. Will you marry me?” 


He pauses, and quickly adds, “Oh, and I’ve already got 
Seb’s permission. I’m a man of honor, remember?” 


I giggle through a breaking sob and then throw myself 
down at him. 


Luckily, the garden floor is covered in faux-grass, our 
landing soft as we roll over and over and he ends on top, his 
lips touching my cheeks, my neck, and then finally he stares 
with baking intensity into my eyes. 


“Ts that a yes?” he smirks. 


“Of course it’s a yes,” I breathe, gulping sobs making the 
words shimmer. “I... love... you... 


He rolls to the side and grabs the ring, sliding it onto my 
finger, and then brings my hand to his lips and kisses it 
softly. 


And for a moment we just lie there, in the palm-shaded sun, 
the New York sky quiet from so high up, basking in the glow 
of the best thing that ever happened to us. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEARLATER 


| iam 


The interviewer - who also happens to be my mother-in-law, 
Anna - leans forward on the webcam with a glowing smile 
on her face. 


I grin myself when I think about all the banter Seb officially 
being my father-in-law has afforded him over the last year, 
good-natured barbs never far away when we meet for 
dinners and barbecues. When Lola accepted my proposal, it 
was like my best friend finally saw the light and realized 
just how monumental this relationship was. 


“So, Liam, how’s the life of a retiree treating you?” 


I lean back in my office chair, the window open to let in the 
late afternoon sounds of the suburbs, children playing in 
the distance and a dog yapping happily a few houses down. 


“If anything, I’ve been busier than when I was fighting,” I 
smile. “The sportswear business takes up a lot of my time, 
of course. And then there are the two gyms my couch, 
Caesar Dempsey, and I have opened in the last year. And, of 
course, there are the twins to take care of, Grandma.” 


Anna rolls her eyes with a laugh. “For the viewers at home 
who may not know, Liam is referring to the fact that he’s 
married to my daughter and they’ve recently had two 
gorgeous, heavenly, just scrumptious children who are 
going to get very, very spoiled by their grandparents...” 


The rest of the interview passes in a breeze, and I pay 
special attention to mentioning Lola’s bestselling novel, The 
Caribbean Echo, which morphed from a thriller into a 
fantasy after about ten drafts. 


I remember the pride that whelmed in my chest when I 
watched her attack her work with a vengeance, and then 
the second wave of unstoppable love I felt when she got it 
published under a pen name, never once mentioning the 
fact that she was my wife. 


Now, I push away from the desk and roll my shoulders, still 
aching from my last workout last. If I ever thought retired 
life would mean slacking in terms of training, not that I did, 
I was wrong. 


I walk through the hallway of our five-bedroom home, the 
walls hung with photographs of little Sebastian and Ella. I 
can’t help but smile warmly when I remember my friend’s 
face, the day we told him we were naming our child after 
him. 


He clapped me on the back, the smoke of the barbecue 
rising in the late spring air. 


“T can’t believe I ever doubted the two of you,” he grinned. 
“You’re a match made in heaven, old friend, and I’m so glad 
Lola found you.” 


I walk to the rear of the house, to the door dotted with our 
babies’ handprints, and lean forward and rest my ear 
against the surface. 


Lola’s soft singing greets me and something warm tugs in 
my chest. 


“I can hear you out there,” Lola giggles, keeping her voice 
quiet for the children. “Stop lurking.” 


I chuckle, just as quietly, and inch the door open. 


She stands under the mobile next to the side-by-side cribs, 
gazing down at Sebastian and then Ella in turn. 


My breath catches when my eyes roam over her, wearing 
her baggy writer’s T-shirt over some sweatpants, the 
billowing material doing nothing to hide the voluptuous 
curves of her body beneath. 


She sees me looking, my beautiful wife, and her blue-green 
eyes skim over me and read me immediately. 


“Are you kidding?” she whispers, walking over to me and 
standing on her tiptoes, looping her arms around my neck 
and squeezing on tightly. “You can’t honestly be looking at 
me like that, Mr. Caveman. I don’t just look like I just rolled 
out of the office after a six-hour writing session, I smell like 
it, too.” 


I pull her closer to me, feeling every twitching note of 
desire in her body, still curvy and full after the pregnancy. 


When she talked about shedding the pregnancy pounds, I 
just kissed her, touched her, letting her know that she was 
even more beautiful with the evidence of our union 
reshaping her body. 


“I can, and I am,” I growl, grazing my lips across hers, just 
a taste of what’s to come once the twins are fully settled. 
“How are the little sporty rascals sleeping?” 


“Ha, ha,” she giggles sarcastically, nudging me. “I’ll have 
you know I’ve been whispering to them in their sleep, 


telling them how important it is to Mommy that they grow 
up to be the biggest nerds in the universe.” 


I smooth my hand through her unruly, knotted auburn hair, 
wild like a forest, all the more appealing for not being 
sculpted and selfconscious. 


“T love you,” I whisper, struck by sudden love like I often am 
with Lola. “Even if I’ve said it a million times...” 


“A million more won’t hurt,” she whispers, finishing the 
second half of my vows, which we wrote ourselves. “Can you 
believe this is our life, Liam? All of this? All this love? All this 
happiness? I mean, jeez, I’m a bestselling author. Who saw 
that coming?” 


“Me,” I say firmly, kissing her cheek, tasting her tangy, 
gorgeous sweat. “Now let me say goodnight to the little 
ones and then get your ass in the bedroom.” 


“Let me shower first—” 


“Don’t you dare,” I growl softly, with a smile. “I want you 
how you are.” 


I give her thigh a meaningful squeeze and then stroll over 
to the cribs, gazing down at my children, their tiny eyes 
closed and their chests moving gently. 


“T’m the luckiest man alive, kids,” I tell them. “And I’ve got 
your mother to thank for it.” 


“Hey,” she says quietly, moving up next to me, hugging close 
so that it’s like we could melt lovingly into each other at any 
moment. “We’ve got each other to thank for it.” 


“I love you,” we whisper at the same time, talking both to 
each other and the kids. 


We leave the room quietly, walking down to the hallway 
toward our bedroom, our hands already making urgent 
patterns over each other’s bodies. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


YEARS LATER 


L, ola 


“Mommy, can my story be about aliens?” Sebby asks, sitting 
cross-legged in the corner with a notebook open in his lap, 
a pencil in his hand. “No, no, I know. Can it be about alien 
dogs?” 


I smile as I sit at my desk, the sun drifting in through the 
window behind us. Sebby is by far the most writerly of our 
children, with Ella loving to dance and sometimes paint, 
and the two terrors, Caesar and little Liam, running a 
circuit in the yard with their father right now, their voices 
ringing out rambunctiously. 


“It can be about anything you want,” I tell him, turning to 
fully take in the sight of him. 


Motherhood is always breathtaking. 


Every time I look at my children I think, We made them. We 
made those fricking miracles. 


Sebby has my brown hair but his father’s brown eyes, 
giving him a serious look that belies his eight years and 


short stature. 


“Okay,” he grins. “What about dogs who invade an aliens’ 
planet but then—but then there’s not enough treats so they 
have to leave?” He taps his pencil against his chin, giving 
me a preview of what he’ll look like when he grows up. “But 
what about the characters?” 


My heart flutters when he says that, his little voice imitating 
mine as I bash out another bestseller. It’s been thirteen 
books in nine years, each of them outdoing the last, with 
Liam’s sportswear business and his gym franchise 
exploding at the same time. 


I glance up and look at the framed front cover we did for 
Time Magazine, with the headline: ‘What Does it Take to be 
a Power Couple?’ 


But when I’m sitting in our home with the sounds of our 
children all around us, eight-year old Ella blaring pop music 
and stamping around her room happily, I don’t feel like a 
power couple. 


I feel like a mother and a wife, and it’s the best feeling in 
the whole fricking world. 


I know I should tell Ella to turn the music down, but our 
home is fully detached and the summer day is bright and 
airy, with music coming from the adjacent houses behind 
the fence that encloses our property. 


Can’t a mother indulge, just a little, sometimes? 


I look again at the Time cover, the photo taken earlier in the 
year, Liam’s hair solid steel and his suit hugging his hulking 
form. He looks fit and lean and firm, and next to him, in my 
stylish blood-red glasses and my flowing dress, I think I look 
pretty, sort of artistic. The fact that I can even admit that 
shows what Liam has done for me, to me. 


With a smile on my face I wander to the window and peer 
out at Liam as he runs shirtless around the yard, Cesar and 
Liam Junior chasing him with their water pistols. Liam’s 
muscles gleam wetly in the sun and then he stops, catching 
sight of me. 


He lifts his hand to wave and that’s when they take their 
shot, dousing him with all the water their guns hold. 


“Got you, Daddy!” Caesar yells, leaping up and down in 
excitement. 


“Nah uh,” Liam Junior laughs. “J got him.” 


“You both got me, boys,” Liam laughs, a smile lighting up 
his face. 


I was going to wait until tonight to tell him, when Mom and 
Dad come over to babysit the children, but there’s 
something so bright and shiny about this moment, all of our 
children happy, everybody smiling and content. 


I go to the desk and take out the little stick wrapped in 
tissue paper, and then turn and smile at Sebby. 


“T’m just going to talk to Daddy for a sec, kay?” 


“Kay kay, Mommy,” he says, still scribbling in his notebook. 
“T love you.” 


“T love you too,” I whisper, blinking away tears. 
Get a hold of yourself, girl. 


I walk down the photo lined hallway and down the stairs to 
the kitchen, and then throw open the glass back door and 
walk into the garden. 


Liam turns, a smile making his face open and full and 
excited, and I wish I could take photographs with my mind 
and capture this moment. 


“Lola?” he says, sensing something in me. 


I pull the pregnancy test from the tissue, letting it flutter 
like autumn leaves into my hand. 


“You look like you’re catching autumn leaves falling from a 
tree above you.” 


He said that to me, once, back in the Caribbean. I feel fresh 
tears prick my eyes. 


Liam’s eyes widen and he surges forward, holding my hand 
that’s clutching onto the test. 


“You don’t mean?” he gasps. 
“Tt’s positive,” I yell, giving into the tears of pure happiness. 
“What is, Mommy? What is?” the toddlers cry. 


“You’re going to have a little brother or sister,” Liam smiles, 
and then says it again, louder. 


He brings me into his arms and I collapse against his wet, 
bare chest, making it wetter with my warm tears. 


“T love you, I love you,” he says, over and over. 


“T love you,” I gasp. “I love you all so much. I love our family 
and our life. I’m so glad we listened to our hearts, Liam.” 
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